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Motel. XI 


To the Moſt Noble the 
MARQUIS of KENT, 


Lord Chamberlain of Her Ma JESTY'S 
Houſhold, Sc. 


HE utmoſt Succeſs I ever propos'd from this 
Play, was, that it might reach the Taſte of a 

few good Judges, and from thence plead a fort of 
Title to your Lordſhip's Protection: And, if the 
moſt juſt and candid Critics are not the greateſt 
Flatterers, I have not fail'd in my Propoſal. As for 
thoſe Gentlemen that thruſt themſelves forward up- 
on the Stage before a crowded Audience, as if Y 
reſolv d to play themſelves, and fave the Actor the 
Trouble of preſenting them ; they indeed, as they 
are above Inſtruction, ſo they ſcorn to be diverted 
by it, and will as ſoon allow me a good Voice as a 
ius. I did not intend it ſhould entertain any, 
that never come with a Deſign to fit out a Play; and 
therefore without being much mortified, am con- 
tent ſuch Perſons ſhould diſlike it. If I would have 
been leſs inſtructive, I might eaſily have had a loud- 
er, tho' not a more valuable Applauſe. But I ſhall 
always prefer a fixt and general Attention before tbe 
noiſy Roars of the Gallery. A Play without a juſt 
Moral, is a poor and trivial Undertaking ; and *tis 
from the Succeſs of ſuch Pieces, that Mr. Collier 
was furniſh'd with an advantageous Pretence of 


5 nt his unmerciful Axe to the Root of the Stage. 


is a Vice that has undone more innocent 
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Principles than any one Folly that's in Faſhion, 
therefore I choſe to expoſe it to the Fair Sex in its 
moſt hideous Form, by reducing a Woman of Ho- 
nour to ſtand the preſumptuous Addrefles of a Man, 
whom neither her Virtue or Inclination would let 
her have the leaſt Taſte to. Now *tis not impoſſi- 
ble but ſome Man of Fortune who has a handſome 
Lady, and a great deal of Money to throw away, 
may from this ftartling hint think it worth his while 
to find his Wife ſome leſs hazardous Diverſion. If 
that ſhould ever happen, my end of writing this 
Plav is anſwer'd ; and if it may boaſt of any Favours 
from the Town, I now muſt own they are entirely 
owing to your Lordſhip's Protection of the Thea- 
tre. For, without a Union of the beſt Actors, it 


muſt have heen impoſſible for it to have receiv'd a 


tolerable Juftice in the Performance. 

The Stage has for many Years, till late, groan'd 
under the greateſt Diſcouragements, which have 
been very much, if not wholly owing to the Miſ- 
management or Avarice of thoſe that have aukward- 
ly govern'd it. Great Sums have been ventur'd up- 
on empty Projects, and Hopes of immoderate 
Gains; and when thoſe Hopes have fail'd, the Loſs 
has been tyrannically deducted out of the Actors 
Salary. And if your Lordſhip had not redeem'd 
em, they were very near being wholly laid afide, 


or at !eaſt, the Uſe of their Labour was to be ſwal- 
low'd up, in the pretended Merit of Singing and 


Dancing. I don't offer this as a Reflection upon 
Muſick (for I allow and feel its Charms) but it has 
been the Misfortune of that, as well as Poetry, to 
have been too long in the Hands of thoſe, whoſe 
Taſte and Fancy are utterly inſenſible of their Uſe 
and Power. And tho' your Lordſhip forefaw, and 
Experience tells us, that both Diverhons wou'd be 
better encouraz'd under their ſeparate Endeavours, 
yet 
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DEDICATION. 
yet this was a Scheme, that cou'd never be beat into 
the impenetrable Heads of thoſe that might have 
honeſtly paid the Labourers their Hire, and put the 
Profits of both into their own Pockets. Nay, even 
the Opera, tho' the Town has neither grudg'd it 


Pay nor Equipage, from either the Wiltulneſs or 


Ignorance of the ſame General, we ſee, was not 
able to take the Field till December. | 
My Lord, there is nothing difficult to a Body of 
Engliſh People, when they are unanimous, and well 
commanded. And tho' your Lordſhip's Tender- 
neſs of oppreſſing is fo very juſt, that you have ra- 
ther ſtay d to convince a Man of your good Inten- 
tions to him, than to do him even a Service againſt 
his Will: Yet fince your Lordſhip has ſo happily 
begun the Eſtabliſhment of the ſeparate Diverſions, 
we live in Hope, that the ſame Juſtice and Reſolu- 
tion will ſtill perſuade you to go as ſuccelsfully 
through with it. f 
But while any Man is ſuffer'd to conſound the 


Induſtry and Uſe of em, by acting publickly, in 


Oppoſition to your Lordſhip's equal Intentions, 
under a falſe and intricate Pretence of not being 
able to comply with *em ; the Town is likely to 
be more entertain'd with the private Diſſentions, 
than the public Performance of either, and the 
Actors in a perpetual Fear and Neceflity of peti- 
c_ your Lordſhip every Scaſon for new Re- 
To ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd is the firſt Mark of 
Greatneſs, and your Lordſhip is eminently diſtin- 
guiſh'd for a Virtue that certainly claims the next 


Place to it. The diſintereſted Choice and Man- 


ner of your Lordſhip's diſpoſing Places in your 
Gift, are Proofs that you always have the Claims 
of Merit under your firſt and tendereſt Conſidera- 
ee "03 tion 
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tion. And from the Aſſurance of this Thought, 
my Lord, the Stage, the Poets, and the Players, 
lay their Cauſe, their Hopes, and utmoſt Expecta- 
tions at your Lordſhip's Feet for Support and Pro- 
tection. 


1 
My Lok p, 
Your Lordſbip's moſt Huml le, 


and moft Obedient Servant, 


Colley Cibber. 
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Are oft what Wiwes of Gallantry 


PROLOGUE. 


INCE Plays are but the Mirrors of our Lives, 
And ſoon or late Mankind are chain'd to Witwes 
Since theſe diſſolvelgſi Fetters too, muſt be , 
Our greateft Happineſs or Miſery ; 

What Subject ought, in Reaſon, more to pleaſe ye, 
Than an Artempt to make thoſe Chains fit eaſy ? 
The in the Nooſe Jo many Souls ſeem curft, 

Pray who's in Fault ? For ⁊uben yon ve. ſaid your worſt, 
Yeu all did feel it Happineſs — at firſt. 
T herefore our Author drew you once the Life 

Of Carcleſs Huſband, and Enduring Wife, 

Who by her Patience (the much out of Faſhion) 
Retriew'd, at laſt, her Wanderer's Inclination. 

Yet ſome there are, who flill arraign the Play, 

As her tame Temper fhock'd, as who ſhou'd ſay —— 
The Price, for a dull Huſband, was too much to pay. 
Had he been ſtrangled fleeping, ⁊ubo ſhou'd hurt ye P 
When Jo provet d e a Virtue. 
—— Well then —— to do his former Moral Right, 
Or ſet fuch Meaſures in a fairer Light, 

He gives you now a Wife, he's ſure, in Faſbion, 


I 


Whoſe Wrongs uſe modern Means for Reparation. 


No Fool, that will her Life in Sufferings waſte, 

But furious, proud, and inſolentiy chaſte ; 

Who more in Honour jealous, than in Love, 

Refolves Reſentment ſhall her Wrongs remove: 

Net to be cheated with his civil Face, _ 

But ſcorns his Falſboed, and to prove him baſe, | 

Mobb d up in Hack triumphant dogs him to the Place. 

Theſe modiſh Meaſures, wwe preſume, you'll own, 

have done; 

But if their Conſequence ſhou'd meet the Cur/e 

Of making a proved Averſion war/e, 

Then you 2 former Moral muft allow, 

Or own the Satire juſt he ſhewws you now.. 

Some other Follies too, our Scenes preſent, 

Seme awarn the Fair from Gaming, when extravagant. 
A 4 But 


hee 
But æuben undone, you ſee the dreadful Stake, 
That hard. preſs d Virtue is reduc d to male; 
Think nat the Terrors you behold her in, 
Are rudely drawn t expoſe what has been ſeen ; 
Put, as the friendly Muſe's tendereft way, 
To let her Dangers <carn you from the Depth of Play. 
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Lapy's Laſt Stake: 


OR, THE 
Wife's Reſentment. 
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. $SCENE, Lord Wronglove's Apartment. 
56 as * of 

| | uality's Wives 
K. are is 3 4 Wo- 
wan: Aſt her the Reaſon, 

| F-' ſhe'll tell you Huſband : 

Aſc me, I fay, Wiſe....all's entirely owing to her 

Euer Mrs. Hartthorn. 


| Mrs. Hart. My Lady defires to know if your Lord- 


fhip pleaſes to ſpare her the Chariot thi: Morning ? 
AS Ld. Wrong. 
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Id. Wrong Hah ! That's as much as to ſay, I have 
a mind to gueſs when, and how you go out this Morn- 


ing. [Afide.) Well, the Chariot is at her Service. 
[Exir. Hartſ.] This continual Jealouſy is inſupportable. 
What's to be done with her ? What's her Com- 
plaint ? Who's the Aggrefſor ? Pl e'en refer the Mat- 
ter fairly to my own Conſcience, and if ſhe caſt me there, 
Fl do her Juſtice ; if not, though the Coſt were ten 
times hers, I'll make myſelf eaſy for the reſt of my 
Life Let me ſee, as to the Fat I'm charg'd 
with, viz. That I have feloniouſly embezzled my In- 
clinations among the rough and ſmooth ene F wt 
of ſeveral undaunted Gentlewomen, and ſo forth. 
That, I think, fince it muſt be prov'd againſt me, I 
had beſt plead guilty to. Be it 4 | 

Very well! A terrible Charge indeed : And 
DOW — — | 


Enter Bruſh. 


Bruſh. My Lady defires to know if your Lordſhip 
pleaſes to dine at home to-day ? 

Iud. Vrong. Right! Another gentle Enquiry. [A ſcde.] 
Why, tell her tis impoſſible to gueſs, but her Ladyſhip 
may do as ſhe pleaſes. [Exit Bruſh. ] But to go on 
Now let's hear the Defendant, and then proceed to 
Judgment and Damages. Well! the Defendant ſays, 
That *tis true he was in love with Madam up to her 
proud Heart's Wiſhes, but hop'd that Marriage was his. 
End of Servitude, that then her wiſe Reſerve, her 
Pride, and other fine Lady's Airs wou'd be all laid aſide. 
————— No, her Ladyſhip was ſtill the ſame un- 
conquer'd Heroine : If being endur'd cou'd give me 
Happineſs, twas mine; if not, ſhe knew herſelf, and 
ſhov'd not bend below her Sex's Value I bore 
this long, then urg'd her Duty ; that this Reſerve of 
Humour was inconſiſtent with her being a Friend, a 
Wife, or a Companion. She ſaid *twas Nature's 


Fault, and I but talk'd in vain.————Opon this I 
found my Patience began to have enough on't : ſo I 


een 
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een made her Invincibleſhip a low Bow, and told her, 
I wou'd diſpoſe of my Time in Pleaſures, which were 
a little more comeatable ; which Pleaſures I have found, 
and ſhe—— —has found out, but truly ſhe won't bear 
it: And tho? ſhe ſcorn'd to love, ſhe'll condeſcend to 
hate ; ſhe'll have Redreſs, Revenge, and Reparation ; 
_ fo that if I have a mind to be eaſy at home, I need but 

tremble at her Anger, down on my Knees, confeſs, 
beg Pardon, promiſe Amendment, keep my Word, 
and the Bus'neſs is done, — Now venerable, human 
Conſcience, ſpeak, muſt I do this only to purchaſe 
what the Greatneſs of her Soul has taught me to be in- 
different to? Am I bound to faſt, becauſe her Lady- 
ſhip has no Appetite ? ' Shall Threats and Brow-beat- 
ings fright me into Juſtice, where my own Will's a 
Law ? No, no, no; poſitively no: Pm 
Lord of my own Heart ſure, and whoever thinks to 
enter at my Humour, ſhall ſpeak me very fair. 
Moſt generous Conſcience, I give you Thanks for this 
Deliverance ! And ſince I'm poſitive, I've little Nature 
on my fide too, Madam may now go on with her noble. 
Reſentment if ſhe pleaſes. 2s 


Enter Bruſh. 


Braſb. Lord George Brilliant gives his Service, and 


if your Lordſhip's at leiſure he'll wait upon you. 

Ld. Vrong. Give my Service, ſay I ſhall be glad to» 
ſee him. | | [Exit Bruſh. 
D'ye hear! Brufps ! [ Bruſo returns. ] 

Brufb. My Lord! 

Ld. Wrong. Is the Footman come back yet? | 

Bruſh. Yes, my Lord, he call'd at White's, but 
there's no Letter for your Lordſhip. 

Ld. Vrong. Very well. | [Exit Bruſh; 
I can't imagine the Meaning of it; — Sure 1 havn't: 
play'd with the Babyfac'd Girl *till I'm in love with her;: 


and vet her diſappointing me yeſterda does not ſlip fo+ [ 
eaſily through my Memory, as Things of this gentle- 47 
Nature us'd to do, wo A very phlegmatick nag * 

And! 
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Well ſaid! I gad, this Girl will debauch me! what pity 
erftanding 
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And yet, if ſhe had come, tis ten to one, the 
2 Relief ſhe cou'd have given me, wou'd have 


n a fair Excuſe to get rid of her. — Hum ! ay, ay, 
all's ſafe. She has only ftir'd my Pride I find, my 


Heart's as ſound as my Conſtitution, —and yet her not 
coming, nor excuſing it, puzzles me. 


Enter Bruſh: 
Bruſs. A Letter for your Lordſhip. 
Ld. Vreng. Who tit? 


Bruſh. Snug the Chairman. 


Ld. #rong. O! *tis right, now we ſhall be let into 


the Secret. 
Reads. ] 


aw0'n't beg your Pardon for not coming yeflerday, be- 


cauſe it was not my Fault, but indeed Pm ſorry I could 
uot. 
Kind however, tho! tis poſſible ſhe may lye too. 
To be ſhort, old Teizer /moaks the Buſineſs, poſo— 
By her Stile, the Child ſeems to have a great Genius for 
Iniquity : But who the Duce is old Teizer ? O!] that 


muſt be her Uncle Sir Friendly Moral ! Smoaks the Bu- 


fineſs, pojs ! Very well. | 
For he watch'd me all Day, as if he had been in love 
avith me himſelf + But you depend upon me this 
Afternoon about ue, at os ws Place, till when, 
dear Diſmal, adieu, | 
[Tears the Letter. 


*tis, her Perſon does not ſpread like her Und 
——- But ſhe is one of Eve's own Siſters, born a Wo- 


man. Bid the Fellow ſtay for an Anſwer. [Exit Bruſh. 


Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


Hartſ. My Lady deſires to know, if your Lordſhip 


pleaſes to —_ any Ty ? 
Ld. Wrong. | Afide.} What a Meſs of 1 
A 


have I had this Morning ! But I'll make my Advant ge 


- 
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of this. Pray thank your Lady, and tell her I defire 
ſhe'll be pleas'd to come and drink ſome with me. 
[Exit Hartſ.] When a Man has a little private Folly 
upon his Hands, *tis pradent to keep his Wife in good 
Humour, at leaſt, *till the Frailty's thoroughly com- 
mitted. . 


Enter Lady Wronglove and Bruſh. 
La. Wrong. Where's my Lord ? 


Fruſb. I believe he's writing in his Cloſet, Madam 1 
if your Ladyſhip pleaſes I'll go and fee. 


La. Wrong. No, ſtay Pl—_Tl< Wait 
without. | 
Bruſh. Jealous by Jupiter, I muſt look ſharp, J ſee. 
Retires. 


La. Wrong. Writing! then I am confirm'd! Not a 
Day paſſes without ſome freſh Diſcovery of his Perfi- 
diouſneſs This Uſage is beyond Patience Sure 
Men think that Wives are Stocks or Stones, without 
all Senſe of Injuries, or only born, and bound to bear 
'em ! But fince his Villainies want the Excuſe of my de- 
ſerving them, I'll let him ſee I dare reſent em, as I 
ought. III prove em firſt, and then revenge em with 
my Scorn Hum! what's here, a torn Letter! ha! 
this Hand is new! O! my Patience ! ſome freſh, ſome 
undiſcover'd Slut! Here! Hartfborn ! 


Go to the Door this Minute, and tell the impudent 
Fellow there, that my Lord ſays the Letter requires no 
Anſwer ; and if he offers to bring any more, he'll have 
his wor op ow J lucky Diſc 

Bruſb. | Behind.) Ha! this was a lucky Diſcovery ! 
between my Lord, or my Lady, it's hard if I don't 
mend m Place by it. 

La. V rong. It is not yet ſo torn, but I may read it 
— ill coſt his Wit ſome Trouble to evade this 
Proof, I'm ſure I have it piec'd and * 
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him I IIl let him ſee I know him ftill —— A baſe, a 
mean Huh ! —— now he's nauſeous to me. 

[Exit Lady Wrong. 


Re-enter Lord Wronglove with a Letter. 


Id. Wrong. Here, give this to the Porter. 

Bruſh. My Lord, the Porter's gone. [ Smiling. 
| Id. Wrong. Gone! how ſo! What does the Fel- 
low ſneer at? | 

Bruſh. My Lord, I beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for 
my Boldneſs, but perhaps it may be more uſeful to you 
than my Silence; I ſaw ſomething that happen'd juſt 


now Ha! 
Id. Wrong. What's the Matter? | ther: 
Bruſb. While your Lordſhip was writing within, my R 
Lady, I fancy d b 


her Looks, ſuſpected ſomething by | 
Saug's being at the Door (for ſhe enquires every Mor- 
tal's Buſineſs that comes to ſpeak with your Lordſhip) 
but here ſhe came, and bid me go out of the Room. Hum 
Upon which I made bold to watch her at the Door, if It 
where I ſaw her pick up the Pieces of that Letter your I in t 
Lordſhip tore juſt now ; and then ſhe flew into a violent Fort: 
Paſſion, and order'd the Porter to be ſent away without bette 
his Anſwer. | 

Ld. Wrong. No matter, you know where to find Puſh 
him? | off 1 

Bruſh. Yes, my Lord, he plies at Fhzte's. Im 

Ld. V reng. Run after him quick, tell him it was a that 
Miſtake, and that's his Anſwer. [Give a Letter. ] [ Exit Vap 


Bruſh.) Let me ſee — I ſhall certainly hear of this FE 
Letter from my Wife ; and *tis probable her Pride will TL 
have as much Pleaſure in reproaching me, as her Good- my 
nature wou'd in finding me innocent - -— I muſt take Carr 


care not to let her grow upon me —— To bear the o ive 
Inſolence of a Wie be Proton, that — 2 = 
both the Crime and the Pleaſure of any Favours the knc 
Sex can give us But why am I fo apprehenfive of | her 
a poor Woman's being out of Humour? My Gravity mal 
for the Matter wou'd be as ridiculous as her mn She 
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aſe, a The worſt on't is, that in our Matrimonial Squabbles, 
one Side's generally forced to make a Confidence with 

'rong. || their Servants ; I am reduc'd now to truſt this Fellow 
— — But I can make it his Intereſt to be ſecret, —— 


Enter Hartſhorn avith Tea. 


Hart/. Here's your Lordſhip's Tea. | 
Ld. Wrong. O] thank you, Mrs. Hartfhorn —— : 
Where's your Lady ? Rem 2 
Hart. My Lord, ſhe's not very well, and defir'd me | 
to give your Lordſhip this. i [Gives a Letter. 
. Wrong. So! now it comes let's ſee 

Ha! The Child's Letter, Faith, carefully piec'd toge- 
ther again; how — here's ſome of her own Hand too. 
my 1 


g by Something has happen d that makes ma . 19 7, I 
Mor- avou'd tell you what, but that 1 find tis the Faſhion 


ſhip) for married People to have ſeparate Secrets. 
oom. Homph ! This is ſpeaking pretty plain. Now 
oor, if Itake no Notice of it, I ſhall have her walk by me 
your in the Houſe with a dumb, gloomy Infolence for a 
dlent Fortnight together — Suppoſe I let her No—— 
hour better talk with her The moſt violent Jealouſy is 
often ſubje& to the groſſeſt Credulity—— I'll make one 
find Puſh fort however, tis certainly more prudent to come 
off if I can Mrs. Hartſhorn, pray tell your Lady 
I muſt needs ſee her, I have ſomething to ſay to her 
as a that will make her laugh, though ſhe was dying of the 
Exit Vapours | | 
this Hart/. My Lord, Tl! tell her. [Exit Hart. 
will Ld. F'rong. Or ſuppoſe her Jealouſy is too wiſe for 
ode my Wit, ſay ſhe won't be impos'd upon: At worſt, III 
ake carry it on with ſuch an Exceſs of Aſſurance, that I'II 
pen give her the Mortification of thinking, that I believe I 
eds have deceiv'd her: She ſhan't have the Pleaſure of 
the knowing ſhe inſults me, I'll cruſh the very Hope of 
e of ber Reſentment; and by ſeeming always eaſy myſelf, 
vity 
The 


make her Jealouſy a private Plague to her Infolence ! 
She ſhall never catch me owning any thing. Her _— 
a wou 


" = 
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would have its End indeed, if ſhe cou'd once bring me 
to the humble Shame of Confeſſion. - Oh ſhe's 
here! 


Enter Lady Wronglove very grave. 


La. Wrong. D'ye want me for any thing 
Ld. Wrong. Ay Child, fit down : Ha, n told me 
were not well, fol had a mind to divert you a. 

Ftle. Such a ridiculous Adventure fure— Ha! 
ha ! ha! 
La. #rong. I am as well as I expect to be, tho? per- 
—_—_— ps to be diverted. | 

Id. Wrong.” Ha! ha! ha! no matter for that, if I 
don't divert you—— Here take your Diſh, Child 
Ha! ha! ha! > | 

In erg. heov't drink any. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Do you know now, that 
I know what makes you ſo out of humour? Ha! ha! 

La. Vrong. By my Soul, you have a good Aſſurance. 

1 

1d. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Do you know too, that 
I am now inſulting you with the moſt ridiculous Malice, 
and yet with all the comical Juſtice in the World? 
Ha! ha! * al this is mightily 

La. Wrong. Lord, is is mightily thrown 
away upon me, I never had any great Genius to Hu- 
mour ; that little I have, you know I have now 
| Reaſon to be out of: And to ſpare you the vain Trou- 
ble of endeavouring to impoſe upon me, I muſt tell 
you, that this Uſage is fit only for the common Wretches 
you converſe with. 

Ld. Wrong. By my Soul I don't believe the like ever 
happen'd in all the Accider ts of Human Life! Such 
an incredible, ſuch a romantick Complication of Blen- 
ders, that, let me periſh, if I think Maliere's Cocu Ima- 
ginaire has half ſo many Turns in it, as you ſhall hear 
hid In the firſt Place, the Porter makes a 
Bluader by miſtaking the Place for the Perſon, and en- 
guares for me, inſtead of one at my Houſe ; my Block- 


* * 
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head Nruſb here carries it on, and with his own blun- 
dering Hand gives his Miſtreſs's Letter to me: No 
ſooner was that Miſtake ſet to rights, but the Pieces of 
the Letter fall into your Hands, and (as if Fortune re- 
ſolv'd the Jeſt ſnould not be loſt) you really 'd it 
came from a Miſtreſs of mine, and ſo by way of Co- 
| me © mical Reſentment, fall out of Humour with your Tea, 
u a and ſend it to me again. Ha! ha! ha! 


Ta ! La. Wrong. This Evaſion, my Lord, is the worſt 
Stuff, that ever any ſure was made of. | 
per- Ld. Wrong. [Afide.] Twon't do, I find, but tis no © 


Matter, I'll go on. Ha ! ha! and fo upon this, what 
if I does me I, 2 inſtead of making you eaſy, let's you 
— go on with the Fancy, till I was thoroughly convinc'd 
your Suſpicion was real, and then comes me about with 
the moſt unexpected Cataſtrophe, and tells you the 
whole Truth of the Matter. Ha! ha! ha! | 
La. Wrong. A very pretty Farce indeed, my Lord; 
but by the Thinneſs of the Plot, I ſee you have not 
given yourſelf much Contrivance. 
| Id. Wrong. No, upon my Soul *twas all fo directly 
in Nature, that the leaſt Fiction in the World had 
knockt it all to pieces. ö 
La. Wrong. It's very well, my Lord! I am as much 
diverted with the Entertainment, I ſuppoſe, as you ex- 
pect I ſhou'd be. 
Ld. Vrong. Ha! ha! why did I not tell you I ſhou'd 
divert you ? | 
La. Wrong. You have indeed, my Lord, to aftoniſh- 
ment. Tho' there's one Part of the Deſign you left 
out in the Relation, and that was the Anſwer, that you 
wrote (by miſtake I ſuppoſe) to your Man's Miſtreſs. 
Ld. Wrong. O that !—why that was—that was—the 
—the— the—the Anſwer ? Ay, ay, the Anſwer was 
ſent after the Porter, becauſe you know, if he had gone 
away without it, *twas Fifty to One the Fellow's 
Miſtreſs wou'd not have been reconcil'd to is 
Fortnight But did you obſerve, Child, what 
familiar Style the Puſs writes ? | 
La. Wrong. Coarſeneſs of Style is no Proof _ — 


er 
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Puſs might not be Miſtreſs to a Man to Quality: And 
I muſt tell you, my Lord, when Men of Quality can 
find their Account in engaging with Women, whoſe 
higheſt Modeſty is Impudence, methinks they ſhou'd not 
wonder if Men of their own Principles, whoſe Impu- 
dence 1s often miſtaken for Wit, ſhou'd talk their Wives 
into the ſame Failing. | 
Ld. Wrong. Let me die, Child, if you han't a great 
deal of Senſe. [Sipping his Tea. 
La. // reng. Tis not the firſt Time that an affronted 
Wife has convinc'd the World of her perſonal Merit, 
to the ſevere Repentance of her Huſband. 
Lud. Wrong. Abundance of good Senſe. 


Enter Bruſh. 
Bruſh. Lord George, my Lord. 


Ld. #'rong Deſire him to walk in——— Nay, you 


need not go, Child. x 
La. Wrong. I am not in a Humour now for Compa- 
ny—— There's a Couple of you. 


|" [Exir Lady Wronglere, | 


Ld. Wrong. What Pains this on Woman takes to 
_ weary me, always widening the Breach between us, as 
if *twere her Intereſt to have no Hopes of an Accom- 


modation ; as if ſhe felt no Pain in making her own | 


Life wretched, ſo ſhe cou'd but imbitter mine Let 
| her go on Here's one that always ſweetens it. 


Enter Lord George. 


Ah, my Georgy / Kiſs. | 

- Id. Geo. And kiſs, and kiſs again, my Dear 
By de there's Nectar on thy Lips. O the Plea- 
ſure of a Friend to tell the Joy ! O Wronglove! 


Such Hopes! 
Ld/Frong. Hey-day ! What's the Matter ? | 
Teo. Such ſoft Ideas Such thrillin) 
Thoughts of aching Pleaſure! =m— In ſhort, 


have too much on't. 


Ld. Wrong. | 
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Ld. Vrong. Thou ſtrange Piece of wild Nature! 

Ld. Geo. Death ! I tell thee Man, I'm above half 
Seas over. 

Ld. Wrong. One wou'd rather think half the Seas 
were overyou ; for, in my Mind, you don't talk like a 
Man above Water. 

LA. Geo. Prithee forgive me: How is it poſſible I 
ſhor:'d, when all my Faculties are drown'd in Joy? 

Ld. Wrong. Then prithee, my Dear, float about, 
ſhut down the Sluice of your Rapture, before the No- 
thingneſs of your Words gets over the Banks of your 
8 ing, In plain common Senſe, let's know the 

unneis | 

Ld. Geo. Why the Bufineſs, in one Word its 


—_— to tell you 
on. Impoſiible! Will you drink any 
ea 
Ld. Geo. Tea! thou ſoft, thou ſober, ſage, and vene- 
rable Liquid, thou innocent Pretence for bringing the 
Wicked“ of both Sexes together in a Morning; thou 
Female Tongue-running, Smile-ſmoothing, Heart- 
opening, Wink-tippligg Cordial, to whoſe glorious 
Infipidity I owe the hap appict Moment of my Life, let 
me fall proftrate thus, and ſ—p, 2 {—p, thus adore 
thee [ Kneels and fips the Tea. 
La. Wrong 8 come, you ſilly affected R 
get up, and talk at leaſt like a Fool to be 
Ld. Geo. Don't you think there's Pleaſure in Affecta- 


tion, when one's heartily in 
[ery afeedy. 


— — yo ur Tea. 

Hen 12... Tea. 

[Tranſported. 

Id. Wrong ak „ g Ladies, I preſume, 

whole iner iet Concaiſion of ords wou'd not let you 

put in a Syllable, and fo * vg 
upon me. 


Id. Geo. Then prithee be a 


_ — — 
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Le, hg. Not only Blank Verſe, but Rhime, if 
you pleaſe ; |» Doe, 
Id. Swear then. 
Id. 
Id. 
LA. 


| 


| 
N 


7 
Geo. 
Wrong. Swear | 
Geo. ys ſwear. 
Wron Blood ! 

51 _ ' _— 3 _y 

rong. Nay, pray, Sir, give me to 

the Fool in 2 — ; 2 Moment you ſpeak to deat 
derſtood, I'll ſecure you a reaſonable 2 
Lu. Geo. Swear then never (to any Mortal) to truſt 
from you, to hint, or ſpeak of what I ſhall diſcover. 

Ld. Wrong. Upon my Honour. 

Ld. Ges. Honour! common Hackney-Oath of 
Fops, Rakes, and Sharpers ; ſwear me by ſomething 
dezrer, than thy Eyes, than Life or Liberty. 

Ld. Vrong. Indeed! 

Id. Geo. Swear me by all thy r 
Love; by thy ſoft Sighs of Pain, proceeding from thy 
Pleaſure ; eFememas | 

I. Wreng I do by oy Song Geer ve me yet 
By my ſhort ſtay after Poſſeſſ.on ] by my Chaiſe after 
Hard Riding; by my Eafſy-chair after Dinner, and by 
rother Bottle after Bill's paid, I will be ſecret. 

Ld. Geo. Ay, now be perjur'd if thou dareſt 

Know then at laft, that generous lovely Creature 

— rar hg my Back, 4 ret Sree» we 
umour'd, and _agreeably 1 

Fellow, that ever came into a civil Family; to be hank. 


— — 


ſhe has made me a Invitation to her Houſe, 4 
upon which I have taken Lodgings that look full into A 
her Back Cloſer Window, and drank Tea with ber X 


: alone this Morning. 
22 whoſe only Charm 
— - | eder Man's Miſtreſs, I'll lay my Life on' t. 


. Ter is, you ralf out your Watch as 


you 


nance, in the twinkling of an Hackney | 


* g 
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you were going away, and ſhe took a Fancy to one of 
the Seals: Tho' by the Device, I preſume it was only 
a modern Bauble, fo tis probable you might not have 
come off much cheaper at Mother Davis's. 

Ld. Geo. Profanation ! To be ſerious then 


at once, I have ſolid Hopes of my Lady Gentle. 


Ld. Vrong. Hoh! Hoh! O thou vain, thou ſenſeleſs 
Fop ! Is all this mighty Rapture then only from a fine 


Woman's being commonly civil to thee ? The mere 


innocent Effect of her Good-humour and Breeding, 
Ld. Geo. Pſhah, tell not me of whence it is 3 
let it ſuffice, I've form'd it into Hope; let your tame, 
civil, ſecret Sighers, ſuch as never think the Fair 
One ſure, till they hear the Tag of her Lace click, 
think it no Cauſe for Joy ; but Pve a Soul, that wakes, 
that ſtarts up at the leaſt dawning Cranny of a Hope, 


and ſets my every Faculty on Fire——ſhe muſt—<ſhe 
muſt — ſhe muſt be won For ſince I have reſolvd 


to hope, my Fancy J r her Beauties 0! 
ſhe's all one t Field of Charms, to pamper up 
the Blood of wild Defire. | 
Ld. Wrong. Ah George ! what luſcious Morſels then 
muſt her Huſband take of her? 
Ld. Geo. Why didſt thou mention him? — Death! 


I can't bear that Thought Can ſhe love him ? —. 


O the verdant Vales, the downy Lawns of fruitful 
Bliſs! The overflowing Springs of cool refreſhing 
Brandy! that happy Dog muſt revel, range, and ſport 
in 


Ld. Wrong. Nay, the Woman's a fine Creature, 
that's certain, it's a thouſand Pities one can't laugh her 


out of that unfaſhionable Folly of liking her Huſband, 


when here's a Man of undiſpated Honour too, that 
knows the World, that underſtands Love and Ruin to 


a Tuttle ; that would at the leaſt Tip of a Wink rid 


her of all her Incumbrances, ſet her at the very Top 
of the Mode, and qualify her for a- ſeparate = 
in- 


dow. * 22 . 
Ld. Geo. Can you be a Mon ent ſerious? _ 


e 
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Ld. Wrong. Faith, Sir, if I am not, tis only to make 

u fo. | 
' 14. Ga. You ſeem to think this Buſineſs impraQti- 
cable. 

Ld. Wrong. Why truly for any great Progreſs I ſee 
you have ns. I Jon think but TP And if you'll 
take my Opinion of the Woman, I do think, provided 
you'll allow there's any ſuch thing in Nature, ſhe's one 
of impregnable Virtue: That you can no more make a 
Breach in her Honour than find a Flaw in her Features : 
| Bate but a little of her Over-fondneſs for Play, ſhe's 
the Perfection of a good Wife. | 
Iud. Geo. O your Servant, Sir, you own ſhe has a 
Paſſion for Play then. | 

Ld. Y'rong. That I can't deny; aud what's worſe, I 
doubt ſhe likes ita great deal better than ſhe underſtands 
it. I hear the has loft conſiderably to the Count of late. 

Ld. Geo. You muſt know then, that the Count is my + 
Ingineer ; he and I have a right Underſtanding ; when- that yo! 


ever ſhe plays we are ſure of her Money : Now he has rid of 
already ftript her of all her running Caſh, befides | 14. 
eight hundred Pounds upon Honour. For Payment of Ld. 


which, I made him ſend her a downright prefling Let- Face ; 
ter, by me this Morning: I obſerv'd her a little ſtart- Your | 
led when ſhe read it, and took that Opportunity to 
ſkrew myſelf into the Secret, and offer'd my Aſſiſtance; 
to be ſhort, I addreſs'd myſelf with ſo much tender Re- 
gard to her Confuſion, that before we parted, I en- 
bas d this Afternoon to lend her a thouſand Pounds of 
er own Money to pay him. 

Ld. Vrong. I confeſs your Battery's rais'd againſt the 
only weak Side of her Virtue. But how are you ſure 
you can work her to puſh her ill Fortune ? ſhe may give 
over Play : What will all your Advantages fignify, if 
ſhe does not loſe to you more than ſhe can pay ? 

Ld. Geo. O, I have an Expedient for that too 
look you, in ſhort, I won't ſpoil my Plot by diſcover- 
ing it 3 gew Hours will make it ripe for Execution, 

There 
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There is no fear that I Su d tell 
The Foys that are unſfeakable. 
Ld. V rong. Ha! hal and fo you are really in Love 
o the laſt Extremity of Paſſion. 
Ld. Geo. Prithee don't laugh at me. [Afeaedly. 
Ld. Wrong. Don't you think I have heard you with a 


du'll great deal of Patience ? 

— Ld. Geo. Nay, I know we Puppies in Love are tire- 
| ſome. 

ea Id. Yong. And fo you think that all this Extrava- 


"oy gance of your Style and Geſture muſt have convinc'd me, 
he's that you really care Sixpence for this Woman ? 
Ld. Geo. Wou'd you have me ſwear ? 


S a Ld. Wrong. Ay, come, do a little. | 
Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the ſacred Ties of Honour, 

» I Friendſhip, and reſtleſs Love, had I but five thouſand 

nds Pounds in the whole World, and nothing elſe could 

ue. purchaſe her | | 

ax 4 Ld. Wrong. I dare ſwear you'd give it every Shilling, 


— that you really cou'd love her, tho! it were only to get 
has nid of your Paſſion for Mrs. Conqueſt. | 


ies I. Gee. Why then, lodk you TR 
of Ld. Vrong. You may ſwear till you are black in the 
et- Face; but you love her, her only, indeed you do: 


* Your Paſſion for Lady Gentle is affected: Not but I 
to grant you'll purſue it, for when nothing's in view you're 
s mdefatigable. You are a little uneaſy at the Smallneſs 
208 of Mrs. Congueff's Fortune, and wou'd fain perſuade 
— yourſelf you are in love in another Place but hark'e, 
of you'll marry her. — And fo if your Chariot's at the 
Door, you ſhall carry me to hies. 
he Ld. Geo. Why then (except myſelf) thou art ＋ 
re tively the moſt impudent Fellow upon the Face of the 
ir Earth. | [Exeunt, 
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ACT I. SCENE continues. 
Lach Wronglove alone. 
La. Wrong. HY am I thus uneaſy? Sure I an 
by W unreaſonable in my Temper, I over 
rate myſelf. For if the Huſband's Violation of hi 
Marriage-Vow is in itſelf ſo fou! an Injury, whence i 
it that the Law's ſo ſparing in its Proviſion of Redreſs 
And yet tis fare an Injury, becauſe juſt Nature mak 
the Pain of bearing it outrageous. — - O hard Condi 
don! For if en that Pain proven Go wy Eng 
for Reparation, the World's groſs Cuſtom makes h 
perhaps a Jeſt to thoſe who ſhou'd aſſiſt her. If ſhe 
offends, the Crime's unpardonable, yet if injured hz 


no right to Compenſation : It may be uſual this, bu 
ſure *tis unnatural. 


Enter Mrs. Harthorn. 


Mrs. Hart/. Madam, — 
La. Wrong. Bring him in. 


Enter Porter. 


Well, Friend, how far have you follow'd em? 
Pert. Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, firſt the 
both went in Lord George's Chariot to White's. 
La. Wrong. How long did they ftay ? 

Port, Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, they ſtay “e 
as near as I can gueſs, # og a very little time. 
Ld. Wrong. Whither did they go then ? 

Port. Why then they ftopt a little at the Coach-M: 
ker at Charing Cro/s, and — upon 2 ſmall Thing 


there, they call a — „ 0c 


rr. 


© 
— 
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ſo then ſtopt again at the Fruit-Shop in Covent-Garden, 


and then juſt went up to Tom's Coffee-Houſe, and then 
went away to the 'Toy-Shop at the Temple Gate, and 
there they ſtay'd I can't tell you how long, and pleaſe 
La. Wrong. Did they buy any thing? 

Port. Yes, a number of _ truly. | 
23 Wrong." Were they y for Men's Uſe, or 
. 
Port. Nay, I don't know ; ſuch ſort of Trangams as 
the Gentry uſe : I remember one was ſuch a kind of a 


ſmall Sciſſar Caſe as that by your Honour's fide, my 


Lord ronglove bought it. 175 855 

La. Wrong. So! that was not for me, I am fure. 
[Alde.] Do you know what he paid for't ? 

Port. Troth, I can't ſay I do. They came away, 
an't like your Honour, but I did not ſee them pay for 
any thing And ſo after that 


Enter Hartſhorn. 


Hart/. Young Mrs. Notable is come to wait upon your 
La. Vrong. Here, come into the next Room, 


Friend, 1 muſt employ you farther. Defue her to 


walk in, VII wait upon her preſently. 
[Exit La. Wrong. and Periers 


Re-enter Mrs. Hartſhorn with Miſs Notable. 


| Mrs. Harrſ. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk in, my 


Lady knows you are here, Madam Dear Madam 
_ extremely your Ladyſhip's grown within this half 
Year ? 
Miſs Notable. O fie, Mrs. Harifborn, you don't think 
me taller, do you ? 5 
Mrs. Hart). O dear Madam, to an Infinity Nay, 
and fo plump too, ſo freſh-iook'd, ſo round-hipp'd, and 
full-cheſted That I am fore, Madam, 
he! he! If I were a young Gentleman of Quality, 
| B Madam, 
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Madam, he ! he! Your Ladyſhip will pardon my 
Freedom I proteſt, he! he. 
(chi and fimpering. 
Miſs Nor. I vow, Mrs. Hariſborn, you have a great 
deal of Good-humour ; is not your Lady very fond of 
you ? | 
Mrs. Har:/. Truly, Madam, I have no reaſon to 
complain of my Lady; but you muſt know, Madam, 
of late there have been ſome Concerns in the Family be- 
tween my Lord and ſhe, that I vow, my poor Lady is 
ſeldom in Humour with any body. 
Miſs Nor. I'm mighty ſorry for that What, does 
my Lord give her any Occaſion for Jealouſy, think 
ou ? | 4 
, Mrs. Har!/. Occaſion, quoth'a! O Lard ! Madam 
But tis not fit for me to ſpeak. 
Miſs Ver. [ Afide.} I'm glad to hear this— Tis poſ- 
fible her Ladyſhip may be convinc'd that Fifteen is as fit 


an Age for Love, as Six-and-twenty..— And if her 


Jealoufy's kindled already, I'll blow it into a Blaze before 
I part with her. 3 | 
Mrs. Hari. Madam, I hear my Lady's coming 
I humbly take my Leave of your Ladyſhip : 
Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Servant. 
[ Zmpertinently cringing. 
- Wiſs Nor-. Your Servant good Mrs. Hartſporn ; if 
you'll call to ſee me, I have a very pretty new Croſs, 
that would become your Neck extremely-—— You'll 
pardon me. | 2 
Mrs. Hartſ. Dear Madam! your 3 ſo oblig- 
ing! ſhall take an O unity to thank your Lady- 
hip ä ” [Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


Enter Lady Wronglove. 

Miſs Net. My dear, dear Lady Nronglowe ! you'll 
forgive me; I always come unſcaſonably, but now tis 
pure Friendſhip, and my Concera for you that brought 
me. 


La. Wrong. My Dear, you * 


842 


. FIS 


| F2 


4 


Liſe himſelf, and always 


old Woman: Juſt the Condition 
when he had taught him to live upon one Oat a Day, 


Die Wirr's RegenTMENT. 27 
ſee you——but you'll excuſe me, if I am not the Com- 


ny I wov'd be! I am mightily out of Order of late. I 


Sir Friendly's well. 
Nis Nor. After the old Rate, paſt the Pleaſures of 
ſnarling at us that are juſt come 
into em. I do make ſuch work with him. 
He reads me every Morning a Lecture againſt lightneſs, 
and gadding abroad, as he calls it; then do I teize 


him to Death, and threaten him, if he won't let me do 


what I pleaſe, I'll chaſe a new Guardian that will. 

La. Wrong. Come, don't diſoblige him, my Dear; 
for if you'l{ let me ſpeak as a Fri you have a good 
natural Town-Wit, I own, and a great many pretty 
Qualities ; but, take my Word, your Intereſt and Re- 
putation will find a better account in truſting em under 
your Uncle's Conduct, than your own. 


Miſs Not. I don't know that; for all his tedious ſelf- 


denying Courſe of Philoſophy is only to make me a 


the poor Creature died. So I am to ſpend all my Youth 
in learning to avoid Pleaſures, that Nature won't let 
me be able to taſte when I'm old Which is juſt as 
much as to ſav, Don't drink while you are thirſty ; be- 


cauſe if you ſtay while you are choak'd, you won't care 


whether you drink or * | 1 
La. Wrong. ¶Afide.] What an improving Age is this? 
But, my Dear, pray let me talk to you a little ſeriouſly, 
and I hope it won't be loft upon you ; for you have an 
Underſtanding that's uncommon at your Age. I have 


obſerved — the Unfortunate of our Sex, more 


Women have been undone by their Wit, than their 
Simplicity: Wit makes us vain, and when we are 
warm in our Opinion of it, it ſometimes hurries us 
through the very Bounds of Prudence, Intereſt, and 
Reputation; have a Care of being ſingled out by the 


Men. Women, like Deer, are ſafeſt in the Herd; ſhe 


that breaks away from her Acquaintance, may be moſt 
followed indeed; but the End of the Chace is very often 


fatal 


- 


B 2 Mie 


the Miſer's Horſe, 
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Miſs Net. But pray, Madam! now with Submiſſion, 
I think your Argument won't hold; for a Deer's Buſi- 
nels is to eſcape, but a Woman's is to be caught, or elſe 
the World's ſtrangely alter'd. 

La. Meng. Hondurably, I grant you. 

— Miſs Ver. Honourably ! That is to ſtand ſtill like a 
poor dumb Thing, and be tamely ſhot out of the Herd 
Now I think a young Creature, that fairly truſts 
to her Heels, and leads you twenty or thirty Couple of 
briſk young Fellows after he helter-ſkelter, over Hills, 
Hedges, Bogs, and Ditches, has ten times a fairer 

Chance for her Life ; and if ſhe is taken at laſt, I will 
hold twenty to one, among any People of Taſte, they'll 
ſay ſhe's better Meat by half. 

La. Wrong. Well ſaid, Child! Upon my word you 
have a good Heart : The Addreſs of a Lover uſes to be 
more terrible at your Age.—You ſeem to have reſolved 
upon not dying a Maid already. | 

Miſs Mor. Between you and I, Lady Wronglove, I 

have been pokhuve in that this Twelvemonth. 

La. Wrong. Why then, ſince we are upon Secrets, my 

Dear, I muſt tell you, the Road you are in is quite out of 

the Way to be married : Huſbands and Lovers are not 
caught with the ſame Bait. 

Miſs Net. With all my Heart, let me but catch Lov- 


ers plenty, I'm fſatisfy'd : For if having one's Will is the 


Pleaſure of Life, Im ſure catching a Huſband is catch- 
ing a Tartar. No, give me dear, precious Liberty— 
Content, and a Cottage. 5 

La. Vrong. And wou'd not a good Huſband content 


ou ? | 
a Miss Not. And why muſt I expect a better than any 
of my Neighbours ? Do but look into the private Com- 
forts of the dear, fond, honourable Couples about this 
Town; and you'll find there's generally two Beds, two 
Purſes, two Tables, two Coaches two Ways — And 
ſo in moſt of their Pleaſures an unmoleſted s ion is 
the only Chain that keeps em together pray, 
Madam, will you give me leave to be free, and aſk you 
one Queſtion ? 12 "7 
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La. Wrong. Freely, my Dear. 
| Miſs Noz. Then did you yourſelf, never, upon no oc. 
caſion, repent your being marry'd ? 
La. Wrong. That Queſtion's very particular, my 
ear. 
Miſs Nor. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give 


you my Reaſons for aſking ; butif you never did repent 
It, I am reſolved I won't be the firſt that ſhews you occa- 
ſion to do it. AE 

La. Wrong. I don't know, my Dear, that ever I gave 
any body Reaſon to think me uneaſy at Home; but you 
ſpeak, Child, as if you knew ſomething that ought to 
make me lo. 

Miſs Net. Then depend opon't, nnlefs I were ſure 
you were uneaſy already, I'd as ſoon be lock'd up as tell 
you any thing. | | 

La. Wrong. Well! ſuppoſe I am. uneaſy. 

Miſs Nor. Pardon —— I can't ſuppoſe it But ſup- 


| poſe you are not, then I ſhould play a Fool's part, I'm 


ſure, to make you ſo. | 
La. Freng. I am ſure you know ſomething of my 
Lord ; pray tell me. 
Miſs Not. Since I ſee you are uneaſy, and I know 
you love him but too well ; upon condition you'll think 
I only do it to help your Cure, I will tell you: for when 
a Woman is once ſure ſhe has a ſubſtantial Reaſon to 
hate her Hufband, I ſhould think the Bufneſs mult be 
half over. 
La. Wreng. You make me impatient. 

Miſs Nor. Let me think a little to ſoften it, as well as 
] can — What great Fools theſe wiſe over-growa 
Prudes are — to tell the greateſt Secret of her Life to a 
Girl! To own her Huſband falſe, and all her ſober 
Charms neglected — But if ſhe knew that young Pill 
Garlick were the Occaſion of it too——Laurd! how 
her Blood would riſe ! What a disfigurable Condition 
wou'd my poor Head-clothes be in? [¶ Aide.) Well, 
Madam, to begin then with the end of my Story. In 
one Word, my Lord is groſly falſe to you, and tp my 
Knowledge has anAppointment from a Miſtreſs this very 
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Afternoon, to meet her in a Hackney Coach in the Road 


to Chelſea. 
La. Wrong. All this, my Dear, except their Place of 


Meeting, I knew before; but how you come to know 


tt, I confeſs amazes me. | 

Miſs Nez. Look you, Madam, all I know is this 
While my Lord J7ronglove and Lord George ſtay d at our 
Houſe, to ſpcak with my Lady Gentle this Morning, I 
happened to fit in the next Room to 'em, reading the 
laſt new Play: Where, among the reſt of their precious 
Diſcourſe, I over-heard my Lord Vronglede tell Lord 


Geerge, the very Appointment Word for Word, as I have 


told it to you. 

La. H'rong, You did not hear her Name? 

Miſs Net. No, nor what ſhe was; only that ſhe's 
pretty and young: For I remember Lord George ridi- 


culed his Fancy, and called her Green Fruit —— Little, 
if you picaſe, ſays t'other, but riper I'll warrant her: 


And I had rather gather my Fruit myſelf, than have it 
(like you) through the ſeveral Hands that bi ing it to 
Covent-Garden. 

La. Nong. The brutal Thought! 


Miſs Not. When my Lady came down, ſhe made em 


ſtay Dinner ; which was no ſooner done, but I imme- 
diately ſlipt away to tell you of jt: For methought 1 
was much touched with the Wrong done to your Lady- 
ſhip, as if it had been to myſelf. 


La. Wrong. My Dear, | am extremely oblig'd to you. 


_ Miſs Nor. Pm ſure I meant well For to know the 
worſt, is not half ſo bad as to miſtruſt it. 
La. Wrong. Infinitely oblig'd to you. 
Miſs Not. Oh! ſhe's deliciouſly uneaſy. [A/fde, and 


pla d.] PII tell you what I wou'd adviſe your Ladyſhip 


to do : Call for your Hood. and Scarf, and an Hackney 
Coach to the Door this Minute—— In the mean time 
I'll ſtep home again, (for I am ſure they are not gone 
yet, the Tea was but juſt call'd for when I came away) 
and the moment my Lord Vronglove takes his leave, 


Fil ſend you word: Then may you clap on * 
. . , Wn 
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drive after him, and in five Minates I'll lay my Life you 


catch them together. 


La. Wrong. Why then if you'll do me the favour to 
ſend me that word, my Dear, I ſhall have leiſure 
in the mean time, perhaps, to improve upon your 
Advice. 

Miſs Net. If you'll let one of your People ſend my 
Servant for a Chair, I'll go this minute. | 

La. Wrong. Here Who's there? 

[Mrs. Hartſhorn at the Door. 

Miſs Nor. Now I think I ſhall be even with his 
Honour, I ll teach him to tell of Favours before he has 
em at leaſt : If I had not diſcovered him, in my con- 
ſcience he had let Madam diſcover me. 1464. 

La. Wrong. I wou'd not but have known this for the 


Miſs Net. I am over-joy'd | can ſerve your Ladyſhip : 


You'll excuſe my running away. 


Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


Mrs. Har:/. Here's a Chair, Madam. 

Miſs Net. Well, I'll take no leave, for I'll call azain 
by and by, to know your Succeſs. | 

Miſs. Not. Your Servant, Servant. (Runs off. 

La. Wrong. Get me a Hood and Scarf, and a Maik, 
and bid one of the Footmen call an Hackney Coach to 
the Door immediately. [Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn.] What 
will become of me? Should not I ſtrive to hate him? 
I think I almoſt do ? Is he not contemptible ? Fogh ! 
—— What odious thing muſt this be, that he converſes 
with! A Woman without Modeſty has ſomething ſure 
of Horror in her Nature ! What is it then in Men, that 
over-looks ſo foul a Coarſencſs in the Heart, and makes 
'em infamouſly fond of Shame and Outſide ?—1 bluſh to 
think on't.— How tame muſt he ſuppoſe me, if I bear 
this Uſage? I'll let him ſee 1 have a Spirit daring as 
his own, and as reſentful too: Since he dares be baſe, _ 
I cannot bear but he ſhould ſee I know him fo. To 
ſigh in ſecret o'er my Wrongs, and pay his Falſhood tte 
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Regards I only owe his Truth, is more than Nature can 
ſubmit to. | 


When once the Nuptial Bond's by him defiray'd, 
T7 he Obligations of the Wife are woid. 


[Exit, 
SCENE changes to the Lady Gentle's Houſe. 
Laty Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lord George, at 
* TR * 


La. Gen. [To Lord Wronglove.] Come, come, my 
Lord, you mult ſtay another Diſh, indeed. 
Ld. Wrong. Ucon my faith, Madam, my Buſineſs is 


of the laſt Concern ; your Ladyſhip knows I don't uſe to 


5 * from 200d * 
Gen. ! I c'en give you over, you grow per- 
fectly good for nothing. why oy it 
Ld. Wrong. The truth on't is, Madam, we fond Huſ- 
bands are fit for nothing but our Wives. 


La. Gen. Come, none of your Raillery upon one 


that's too good for you. 

Ld. Vrong. Why, ſhe has ſome high Qualities in- 
deed, Madam, that I confeſs are far above my Merit ; 
oy I'm endeavouring every Day to deſerve em, as faſt 
ASI Can, | 


La. Ger. Go, go! you deſerve nothing at all, now 


you diſoblige me. 
Ld Vrong I ſhall take a better opportunity to make 
myſelt amends for going ſo ſoon ; 1 am your Ladyſhip's 
moſt hamble Servan 8. Congueſt, pray take care of 
Lord George 
Mrs Cox. O! he ſhall want for nothing, my Lord; 
pray do you take the ſame care of the Lady you are 
going to. | 
Id. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! [Exit Lord Wronglove. 
Id. Geo. My Lord Wronglove is a very pretty Gentle- 
man, and yet how unaccountable tis to hear good Senſe 
Jeſt upon Marriage! 


La. 
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La. Gent. My Lord has fo much good Senſe, that he 
does not mean what he ſays, : dare ſwear torl.im. 
Ld. Geo. Indeed, Madam, I can't think he does; I 


never ſaw any thing amiſs in his Actions, either at home 


or a R 
La, Gent. Nor I indeed: And I think your Lordſhip 
very much to be commended; you love to put the faireſt 
Conſtruction upon things; it's a certain ſign of good 
Senſe, and good Principles E 
Ld. Geo. Your Ladyſhip has ſo much of both, that I 
can't Help being proud of any thing that recommends 
me to your Eſteem. | 
La. Gent. Upon my Word, my Lord, you have a 
great ſhare on't, and I think very deſervedly : *Tis not 
a common thing in this Ton, to find a Gentleman of 
your Figure, that has Courage enough to keep Marri- 
age in countenance, eſpecially when it's ſo much the 
Mode to be ſevere upon't. 77 
Ld. Geo. Now that to me is an intolcravle Vanity, to 
ſee a Man aſham'd of being honourably happy, becauſe 
tis the Faſtion to be viciouſly wretched -I don't know 
how it may be with other People; but if I were marry'd, 
I ſhov'd as much tremble to ſpeak lightly of my Wife, 
as my Religion. 
Mrs. Con. O! the hypocritical Monſter —— When 
he knows I know, [afide] if he were to be hanged, 
he'd ſcarce think it a Reprieve to be married 
There's Roguery at the bottom of all this, I'm ſure 
The Devil | a not uſe to turn Saint for nothing. 
La. Gent. I am in hopes your Lordſhip's good Opini- 
on of Marriage will perſuade you not to be long out of 
it: We that feel the Happineſs of a Condition ourſelves, 
naturally wiſh our Friends in it. 
Mrs. Con. What do you think of me, my Lord, you: 
know I have been about you a great while ? 
Id. Geo. Fy! iy! you marry! A mere Rake! 
Mrs. Con. O but I fancy now, a Man of your Sobrie- 
ty, and ftay'd Temper, wou'd ſoon reform me. 
Ld. Gee. [{/ide.) This ſabtle Devil ſmokes me! 
. 33 W'are 
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Ware Mortals, faith——It ſhews her a little jealous 


however. | 
Mrs. Con. I'll be whipp'd if ever you marry more to 
mind; what ſignifies two or three thouſand Pounds 
in one's Fortune, where you are ſure it wou'd be made 
up in Good-humour and Obedience? 

Ld. Geo. And confidering how intimate a foot you 
and I have always convers'd upon; what a venerable 
Figure ſhou'd I make in the ſolemn Authority of an 
Huſband, pretending to command you? 

La. Gent. O! if you were married, there would be 
but one Will between you. 

Id. Ges. There's the Danger, Madam; being but 
one, we ſhou'd certainly ſquabble, who ſhou'd have it. 
I ſhou'd like Mrs. Corngue/?, perhaps, for my Wife's 
Companion : one as a light Allay to the Softneſs of the 
other's Temper : But if I were once fix'd in Love, and 
ſhou'd unfortunately bolt upon the leaſt Glimpſe of Jea- 
louſy, I am ſuch a Slave to Tenderneſs, I know *twou!d 
break my Heart. | 

Mrs. Con. Now cou'd I waſh his Face with ＋ Tea. 

A, ae. 

La. Gear, Well, Pm confident my Lord wou'd — 
an extreme —_— 

Ld. Geo., I don't know but I really might, Madam, if 
I eou'd perſuade any Woman befide your Ladyſhip to 
think ſo. 

Mrs. Con. [ Afide.] How artfully the Monſter ſcrews 
himſelf into her good Opinion ; I muſt take him down 
a little—Pray, my Lord, how many Women have you 
had of late, by way of Balm, to heal the ſlight Wound! 
gave you ? | 

Id. Geo. Upon my Faith, Madam, I had my Wound 
and Cure from the ſame Perſon : My Paſſion for you 
went forward likePenelope#s Web; whatever yourEyes did 
in the Day, a very ſhort Reflection upon your Temper 
unravelPd at Night; ſo that if you will needs know the 
Truth, I have not been reduc'd of late to apply myſelf 
for Relief to any body but your Ladyſhip. Ha! ha! 
&a! ha! | [Aﬀe&s an inſulting * 
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Pened at that time, I was myſelf in want of a Hou 
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Mrs. Con. Well, he has a glorious Aſſurance 

Id. Geo. I fancy, Mrs. Conqueſt, you meaſure my 
Principles by your own ; for by your Queſtion you ſeem 
to think me a very wild Creature. 

Mrs. Con. O fy, my Lord! ſo far from it, that I 
never ſaw any thing fo aſtoniſhingly modeſt. 

Id. Geo. Not ſo modeſt neither, Madam; but if my 
Lady Gentle will give me leave, I dare uſe you moſt in- 
tolerably for this. 

La. Gent. Ev'n as you plaaſe, my Lord; for I con- 
feſs her Aſſurance is enough to daſh any one out of coun- 
tenance. 

Ld. Ges. Does your Ladyſhip hear that, Madam ? 
Remember now, that I am allowed the modeſter Perſon ; 
but to let you ſee, that in a juſt Cauſe I ſcorn to take 
the advantage of my Character, III lay it aſide for 
once, and with an honeſt Freedom tell you, your At- 
tempts upon me are vain ; you are homely, downright 
homely ; and if ſhe were not a-kin to me, I wow'd as 
ſoon marry my Grandmother. 

Mrs. Con. Ah! poor Soul! every body knows, as 
well as myſelf, I am more than tolerably handſome : 
And (which you are ready to tear your Fleſhat) the whole 


Town knows you think ſo, 


Ld. Geo. Madam—did your Ladyſhip ever hear ſo 


tranſcendant an Aſſurance 


La. Gent. Nay, Pm on your fide, my Lord -I think 
you can't be too free with her. ; 

Ld. Ges. Pl tell your Ladyſhip what this Creature 
did once ; Such an Inſtance of her intrepid Self-ſuffici- 
ency — HE 
La. Gent. Pray let's hear it. Ha, ha! 
Mrs. Con. With all my heart, I'll be heard too. 

Ld. Geo. Pl tell you, Madam—About two J 

go, I happened to make a Country Viſit to my Lady 

. ber Mother, and one "a at the Table, I re- 
member, I was particularly pleas'd with the Entertain- 
ment, and upon enquiry found that the Bill of Fare was 
under the direction of Mademoi/e!/: here ; Now it ha 


- 
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Keeper ; upon which account I thought it wou'd not be 
amiſs, if I now and then paid her a little particular Ci- 
vility : To be ſhort, I fairly told her, I had a great 
mind to have a plain good Houſe-wife about me, and 
dropt ſome broad Hints, that the Place might be her's 
for aſking —— Wou'd you believe it, Madam, if I'm 
alive, the Creature grew ſo vain upon't, ſo deplorably 
miſtook my Meaning, that ſhe told me her Fortune de- 
pended upon her Mother's Will, and therefore ſhe could 
receive no Propoſals of Marriage without her Conſent : 
Ha, ha! Now after that unfortunate Blunder of her's, 
whether I ever gave my Lady the leaſt trouble about the 


Buſineſs, I leave to the ſmall Remainder of her own 


Conſcience. 
Mrs Con. Madam, as I hope to be married the poor 


Wretch fell downri;t in love with me! for tho he de- 


fign'd only to make two Days ſtay with us, it was above 
three Months before I was able to get rid of him. 
When he came firſt indeed, he was a pretty fort of 
a tolerable impudent young Fellow ; but before he 


left us, (O the Power of Beauty !) I moſt barbarouſly 
_ reduc'd him to a ſighing, humble, downright Dulneſs 


and Modeſty. 


La. Gent. Ha, ha! Pray which of you two am I to be- 


lieve all this while. 

Id. Geo. Madam, if there's any Faith in my Senſes, 
her only Charms then were, and are fill, not in raifin 
of Paſſion, but Paſte. I own I did voracicuſly admire 


her prodigious Knack of making Cheeſecakes, Tarts, 


Cuſtards, and Syllabubs ; Ha, ha, ha! 
La. Gent. Ha, ha, ha! | 
Mrs. Con. You fee, Madam, what tis to let him be 


ever ſo little out of one's hands: Now his very Modeſty 


is Impudence : For to deny his being in love with me to 
another, is ten times more inſolent, than his firſt owning 
It to me. 


La. Gear. Pſhah, Words Ggnify nothing—Did he ever 


own it under his Hand ? 
Mrs. Con. His Hand! Ha, ha, ha, Madam——as I 


am a living Creature, Ann 
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Billet-doux of his, where he has confeſs d ſuch things of 
my Wit, and Parts, and my Eyes, and my Air, and 
my Shape, and my Charms, t Nay, he tells 
me in one, I have more natural Beauties the moment: I 
riſe out of my Bed in the Morning, than the whole 
Drawing-Room upon a Birth-day by Candle-light. 
There's for you. | 

Ld. Geo. And ſhe believ'd it, Madam—Ha, ha, ha! 
That's well enough. 

Mrs. Con. Why, I believe ſtill you think ſo 
Then every Line of em is ſo cramm'd with Sin- 


cerity, Sighs, Hopes, Fears, Flames, Darts, Pains, 


Pangs, and Paſſion, that in my Conſcience, if a 
body were to ſet em on fire, the Flame wou'd never 


go out. 
La. Gent. Well, if you are in love, ho, this is cer- 


tainly the neweſt way of Wooing that ever was. 


Ld. Geo. Whether I'm in love or no, I leave to your 
Ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Con. And if your Ladyſhip ſhould give it againſt 
him, whether or no I have reaſon to be vain upon't, let 
the World judge. 

La. Gent. The World, I believe, will think better of . 
you both, when you are married. 

Ld. Geo. In the mean time, I believe, our ſureſt Com- 


fort will be to think well of ourſelves, and let it alone. 


[AI rife. 
Mrs. Con. I am glad to find you have Modeſty enough 
to ſuppoſe Marriage wou'd make us think worſe of ons 
another. 
Ld. Geo. O fy! Mrs. Congueft, the 
more you are known, the more you muſt : a 
be lik d. | Both affe#cdly 
Mrs. Con. Is it then poſſible that you | 
cou'd hke me ? 
La. Gent. Ha, ha! Going to the Tea-table. 
Ld. Geo. If it were poſſible I cou'd like any thing 
out of Matrimony, it wou'd be you. 
Mrs. Con, Well, but tell me, do. you * as 
| am; 
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I am; how do you know but you may periuade me 
into it? ä 

Ld. Geo. Like you Umh ! I can't tell let's 

ſee Locking on her give me your Hand. 

Mrs. Cen. There [Strikes it into his. 

Ld. Geo. Now I muſt preſs it gently, to know if 

touching you keeps any Correſpondence with my Heart 
A well-fleſh'd Hand indeed. 

[ Ogling her. 


Mrs. Con. O Lud ! not fo hard tho'. 

Ld. Geo. Now try your other Forces look upon 
me. 
Mrs. Con. There [ Staring wildly on him. 

Ld. Geo. { A/ide.| She dares not, tho' in raillery, look 
kindly on me I like ter for't This over-acted Bold- 
neſs to fave her Modcſty at this time, looks like ſecret 
Inclination. 

Mrs. Con. Well, how do you find yourſelf? Have I 


Power Do you burn much? 


Ld. Geo. Um! No, I'm a little too low for a Fever 


There's a {mall Pulſe indeed- 


Different Sexes, 


like Steel and Flint, can't well meet without a fort of 


ſtriking light between em; not but it goes out as faſt 
as it comes in ——One farther trial of your Power, and 
Fl tell you more. 

Mrs. Con. Come, come, what is't? I'll do't. 

Ld. Geo. Turn away your Face, hold your Fan be- 


fore it. Now draw your Hand flowly from me, and if 


you wou'd not have me think this Lighineſs of your 
Humour a direct Indifference, let me perceive a gentle 
Hold at parting, as tho? you left a tender Heart upon 
the Preſſure. 

Mrs. Con. Has your Ladyſhip any Tea left ? 

_ Ld. Geo. Deat!: ! that ſoftening Touch has ſhot me to 

the Soul. | 

Mrs. Con. [ 1/4.) Let me obſerve him well, for faith! 
I try'd my utmoſt Force, and even pleas'd myſelf in 
hopes to touch him. 


Ld. Gro. [Ajide.] How vain a Concomb am 1? This 


4Gul has fool'd me to believe ſhe likes me That 


Abcre 


[ She does as directed, and runs from him. 
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there ſhould be ſuch Pleaſure in the Flattery of another's 


inion ! —- T here's ſomething in the open Free- 
dom of her Humour, ſo much beyond the cloſe Reſerve 


of formal Prudery, that— Death, if ſhe were of any Price 


but Marriage — But I'm a Fool to think of her 
[Walks apart. 
Mrs. Con. Humh ! the Symptoms are right—Hah— 
Courage ma Fille, the Gentleman has a Hole in his 


Enter a Servant, who gives Lord George a Letter. 


Id. Geo. Oh! there, come in good time Now 
to drive out one Poifon with another [Goes 10 Lady 
Gentle.] Madam, if your Ladyſhip's at leiſure— I have 
the Bills ready. 

La. Gent. I am aſham'd to give your Lordſhip this 
trouble. | 
Ld. Geo. A Trifle, Madam, 1, 2, 3, 4» 5» 6, 7, 8, 
if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to look upon em, I think they 


are all hundred Pounds. The reſt I have about me in 


Gold. 
La. Gent. If your Lordſhip pleaſes, we'll reckon in 
the next Room —— Mrs. Congue/?. 
Mrs. Con. I'Il wait upon your Ladyſhip. | 
[Exit Lady Gentle and Lord George. 
— Eight Hundred Pounds, and the reſt in Gold, 
upon her bare Word of Honour! He'd hardly make 


that Compliment, only to gie me Jealouſy The 
Mortal's in earneſt, that's certain And what 


wicked way he propoſes to find his Account with her, 


Jam afraid to think Let me ſee, I know there will 
be deep Play here to-night I have a Thought in 
my Head, that perhaps may lay a Block in his Way to 
her Not but if there is ſuch a thing as impreg- 


n wle Virtue, I dare ſwear my Lady Gentle is Miſtreſs 
of it; but then, on the other ſide, he has a conſummate 
Aſſurance, thac's full as unſurmountable. And when 
the impudent Hopes of a Lover are like his, covered with 
Modeſty, it alters che Caſe ſtrangely (No Women 

| ca 
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can then be poſitive what will become of her Her 
not ſuſpecting his Deſign puts him but in a fairer Way 
of carrying it on Ah lud! I don't like it. 


He'll certainly Well! let him do what he Will. 
he can't marry her, that's one Comfort, however. 
Exit. 


Ae Mi 
SCENE Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 


Enter Miſs Notable alone. 


Miſs Nor. y this has been a Day of Buſineſs mT 


think now I am pretty even with his 


Lordſhip ; and if I cou'd but draw ia Lord George to be. 


his Rival now, I ſheuld touch the very tip of Happi- 
neſs For then to have the Noiſe of theſe twa 
Lovers draw two or three ſcore more after me, which it 


certainly wou'd : For when once a Woman's the Faſhion, . 


body follows her; ſhe fills like a Muſick · Subſcrip- 
tion, tho? there's nothing in't, nobody will be out on't 


—— And then to have the; full Pleaſure of mortifying- 


Mrs. Corguef# too, that's always holding her Noſe over 
me, as if I was not fit to be out of my Bib and 
Apron. 
as ſhe, tis very hard ——Sure !-——T'}] forbid em all to 
toaſt her, that's poſitive. | 


Eater Lord George. 
Ld. Geo. [Alide.] Here ſhe a, faith, and alone; 


row, if I can but flatter her into my Paity, my Buſi- 
nels is half over, So ! my little Veuus 7 


If I don't make as good a Rout in the Town 


Mis. 
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Miſs Not. Bleſs me This is lucky vow, my 
Lord, you frightned me. 

Ld. Geo. Well, and what makes your pretty Ladyſhip 
here, now none of the Family's at home ? | 

Miſs Net. O! my Lady will be at home preſently. ! 
but pray how came your Lor©thip here then? 

3 Why, my Life, I chanc'd to be drivin 

, and perhaps ſaw you go i. [Takes her by the 
* toe. Well, — Sa A ? ” 

Ld. Geo. Why then, upon inquiry, I found you were 
here alone, and that made me come in—My dear Miſs ! 
how charming you look to-day ? * 

Miſs Nor. Pſhaw! 
LA. Geo. What's the Matter, my Soul? 

Miſs Net. To tell me I look charming, and then call 

Ld. Ges. O! Taſk a thoufand Pardons. | 

Miſs Net. No, dear Lord Geooge, never call me Miſs 
again, you don't call Mrs. Congue/t fo ; and tho? ſhe's 
bigger, and more out of ſhape, you know, than I, Im 
ſure 'm as much a Woman in my Heart, as ſhe; nay, 
and in my Paſſions too: For I cou'd kill any Woman 
that wou'd rob me of a Lover, and die for the dear Man 
that wou'd not be won from me. 

Ld. Geo. O the pretty Tenderneſs ! But, my Dear, 


take heed how you look upon me, for I am fam'd - - 


for Aſſurance-; and if once encourag'd, i my 
Hope ſets no Bounds to its Impudence, but falls down- 
right to refolving, and cocks its Hat to the Fair-One's 
| ace, tho' in the very fury of her Virtue. 

Miſs Net. I fancy now you're as gentle as the reſt of 
your Brother Beaux, whoſe greateſt Aſſurance is only of 
bragging of more than you have. 

Ld. Geo. Nay, if you doubt my Virtues, Child, I'll 
give you a Taſte of em, my Dear. [ Kiſſes her. 

Miſs Not. Hold! hold! O lud! The Dace take you for me. 

Ld. Geo. Death! what a pouting Lip the Rogue has 
Tgad! Ithink my Friend / ronglove's in the right on't ſure. 

Miſs Net. Beſides, do you thiok this w—_—_— is any 

Proof of your Courage ? [ {feHedly * 
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Ld. Geo. Why then, my Dear, to prevent all Miſtakes 
for the future, I now give you fair warning If you have 
a mind I ſhou'd not hke you, don't flatter me any more; 
for I tell —1 I'm a downright believing Puppy, and 
upon the hint of a Hope, can no more pro- 


Miſs Noe. Lack gon. my Lord, all this is but 
ſtoff; for, upon my Word, you'll find it no eaſy matter 
— I know well enough how you're diſpos'd 

Ld. Geo. ' then, by all the Pains, Pangs, and 
Torments—In Tm a Fool; I won't ſpeak a Word 


more + op 

Miſs Nor. Fy ! fy! you had better give yourſelf theſe 
Airs to Mrs. Congue/. 

Ld. Ges. I don't know but I had, Madam, for I ſup- 
poſe you'll tell my Lord Wronglove of it. 

Miſs Not. Ah! Soul ! if Mrs. # lik'd you 
no better than I do my Lord Wronglove, you'd think 

rſelf a miſerable Creature. | 
Ges. . Conqueſt lik'd me but half ſo well 
as T like you, Tm ſure ſhe'd be a miſerable Creature. 
Miſs Nor. Umh! how can you defign upon me fo ? 
Ld. Geo. How can you think to impoſe upon me o ? 
Miſs Nor. My Lord, I ſhall take it very ill, if you tell 

me of my Lord Vronglove. | | 

Ld. Geo. Then perhaps, Madam, I ſhan't take it well 
to be told of Mrs. Conguef. | 
Miss Nor. My Lord Vronglowe? 

Ld. Geo. Mrs. Congueſt ! | 

Miſs Nor. I'd have you know, my Lord, of all Man- 
kind, he's the fartheſt from my Thoughts. 

Ld. Geo. And I'd have you know, Madam, of all 
Womankind, Mrs Conguef?'s as far out of mine. 

Miſs Net. Lard! the Aſſurance of ſome Men! 

Ld Geo. Look you, Madam, in ſhort, I can prove 
what I ſay ; and I hold ten Pound of Tea to a Pinch 
of Snuff, you won't let me prove it: Come, and I'll take 
the ſame Bet of you, that you don't prove to me what you 
ſaid to me of my Lord ronglowe. Nw 

7 
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Miſs Nor. Come, it's done! 
Ld. Geo. Done ! 
Miſs Nor. Done, for both! 
Id. Gee. Done! 
Miſs Not. Why then, to prove that I am innocent of 


the leaſt Inclination for him, I own he has teaz'd me 


theſe two Months ; and becauſe I was refolv'd to give 
him his Anſwer and his Puniſhment at the ſame time, I 
this very Afternoon made him an Appointment ; then 
went immediately and told my Lady Wronglove he was 
to meet a Miſtreſs at ſuch an Hour, to my Knowledge, 
and fo ſent her in a fury after him to catch em to- 
gether. 
3 Geo. But how cou'd you eſcape yourſelf, all this 
while ! 
Miss Nor. O! I did not tell her it was I; for as ſoon 


_ as had blown up her Jealouſy, I whipt into a Hack- 


ney-Coach, and got to my Lord before her, where I 
juſt popp'd out my Head to him, and told him, in a 
pretended Fright, my Lady had dogg'd him, and I durſt 
not ſtay; then drove away as faſt as I cou'd, and een 
R 
Geo. Wh , my Life, 
the ſtouteſt Wife of 'em all, with the Spirit of Reven 
in her, could not have beter buſtled through this Buk- 
neſs than you have. - 
Miſs Nor. And to let you ſee, Sir, that I never do de- 
ſign him any Favour, I give you leave to tell him, that 
I ſent my Lady after him Which if he does, I'm 
ſure my Lord Wronglave muſt ſuſpe&t an Intimacy be- 
tween us. [{/fide.) Nay, and if you'll but ſtay a Mo- 
ment, you'll have an Opportunity, for I know he'll be 


at home preſently. 
you are but juſt come from him 


Td. Geo. Then 

Miſs Not. The Minute you ſaw me come in—And 
now, Sir, if you can but give me half as good a Proof, 
that your Heart is innocent of Mrs Congueff 
why tis poſſible {when you've been about ſeven Years 
in the ſame Mind) I may then begin to think whether 
I hall confider of it or no. 


Ld. Geo. 
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Ld. Geo, A notable Encouragement, truly! But to 
let you ſee, Madam, I can't bear the Scandal of a Paſ- 
fion I'm not guilty of, as the laſt Proof of my Inno- 
cence, if either ſhe doubts of my Indifference, or you 
of my Inclination, I am content to own both, before 
your Faces. | 

Miſs At. And fo afterwards deny both, behind both 
our Backs. Indeed you muſt think again, that won't 
do An old Bite. | 

Ld. Geo. Come, I'1ldo more—T'll pretend to truſt you 
with my Paſſion for a third Perſon, and give you leave, 
in the tendereſt Touches Art or Woman's Wit can paint 
it, to tell it that third Perſon, while Mrs. Congueſt 


is by. | 

Miſs Net. Umh ! this has a Face. 

Ld. Geo. Nay, with a Maſk upon't too; for while I 1 
am convincing you, I don't care a Button for her; I 
impoſe upon a third Perſon purely to make a Secret of 
my Paſſion for you. T 

Miſs Not. Better ſtill —But, when J have a mind to 
"a off the Maſk, you ſhan't refuſe to ſhow your Face; 

r I don't care a Man ſhou'd be aſham'd of his Paſſion 
neither. | 

Ld. Geo. As you pleaſe, for that. 3 

Miſs Nor. I begin to like this ſtrangely— This will 
teize Mrs. Congueft to Death—— But now the Difficulty 
is to find out this third Perſon—It muſt be one I'm ac- 
quainted with — What think you of my Lady Wronglove? 

Ld. Geo. Umh ! No, I don't care to affront the Wife 
of my Friend. 

Miſs Nor. Ah ! do you think any of the ſober Souls 
about 'Town are ever angry in their Hearts to hear a 
Man likes em. 

Ld. Gee. That's true; tis poſſible her Reſentment 
might let a Man die in his Bed after it But tis not 
worth one's while to quarrel with him, about a Woman 
I don't like. 5 

Miſs Not. Nay, I wou'd not run you into any Ha- 
_ zard—unleſs twere upon my own Account=—— And 
now I think on't, I'll reſerve that Quarrel to myſelf, 

Aſide. 
d. Ges. 
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Ld. Geo. Come! I have found one—the 83 | 
Perſon in the World is my Lady Gentle You know 
you are all in a Houſe together; her Huſband Sir Wil- 
liam's in the Country, I have no Acquaintance with 
him ; and if I loſe her's by it, I don't care Sixpence. 

Miſs Not. I like your Choice very well — but I 
doubt it will require ſome Art to manage her ; for to 
ſay the Truth, the Woman is moſt fantaſtically ſimple: 
The very Word Love out of any Mouth but her Huſ- 
band's, will make her ſtart, as if a Gun went off. 

Ld. Geo. Therefore, my Dear, it muſt be done as 
if yon did not do it: You muſt go to her in all the Diſ- 
2 in the World, as if 1 had the Impudence to 
endeavour to bribe you into my Aſſiſtance. 

Miſs Nor Right ! or I'll go firſt and quarrel with my 
Uncle till he makes me cry, and then come in with my 
Eyes ſu cid, and ſobbing, as if I was almoſt choak'd 
with tl. e Aﬀront you had offer d me, and then call you 
a thouſand Villains for daring to propoſe ſuch an im- 
pudent thing to me. 

Ld. Geo. Admirable ! _— I'gad, the Child's a Bar's 
length in Experience above the ſtouteſt of her Sex—Hark! 
"Miſs Nor Pibate! Does take him, ies certainly ay 

iſs Not ah! Duce him, it's certainly m 
Lord ! how ſhall we do ? * 

Ld. Geo. Why, if you'll give me leave, my Life, 
Tu call at your Houſe in an Hour, and there we'll ſettle 
every Point to a tittle. 

Miſs Nor. With all my Heart, I won't ſtay for m 
Lady ; I'll go home now: But here comes my Lord, 
you ſhall ſee firſt how I'll uſe him. 

Ld. Geo. Don't trouble yourſelf, my Life, it will 
only give him a Jealouſy, and do us no ſervice. 

Miſs Nor. Indeed! methinks if I am not afraid of his 
Jealouſy, you need not. 

Ld. Geo. My Soul, I aſk ten thouſand Pardons for 


Enter 
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Enter Lord Wronglove, and flops Miſs Notable, abe 
| ſeems to talk gravely with him. 


Ld. Gee. Tgad, I can hardly believe my Senſes; if 
this Girl's Character were in a Play, People that had 
not ſeen it wou'd ſwear the Notableneſs of her H 
were above Nature, 8 


Ld. Wrong. [To M/s Notable.] Did my Lord George 


tell you I told him that you were to meet me ? 

Miſs Nor. That's no matter, it's ſufficient I know 
you told him : But I thought at leaſt you had ſeen 
enough of the World to know, that a Confidant was 


the ſafeſt Diſguiſe for a Rival. 
Ld. Vrong. I am ſorry your Ladyſhip has ſuch an 
Opinion of me. 


Miss Nor. Indeed, Sir, I ſhall nöt reproach you; I 
have ſatisfied myſelf in ſerving you, as you deſerve for 
it There's one can tell you how too, and ſo your 
Servant—My Lord, you'll remember. [To Lord George. 


[Exit Miſs Not. 


Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha ! ha! Why how now, Friend! 
nn 

Ld. Geo. Ha! ha! ha! Why, faith I am very near 
being one of em; for I believe the Child will think 
ſhe has hard Luck, if the whole Town is not ſo in a 
Fortnight. 

Ld. Vrong. But prithee how came ſhe to know I ever 


made you a Confidant of my Affair with her? I am 


afraid you have been thoughtleſs. 

Ld. Geo. No, by all that's honeſt —_ But ſhe has 
told me more than you cou'd tell me. 

Ld. Hrong. What? 

Ld. Ges. That ſhe herſelf told my Lady Frongleve of 
your Appointment with her this Afternoon, and (as I 
* have fince found) ſent her in a Hackney- 
Coach you. 

Ld. Wrong. The Devil ! 

Ld. Geo. Nay, *twas a home paſk, faith ! 

Ld. Vrong. Home ! quotha ! i' gad it's time for me 

| to 


ery Ofter 
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to knock cf, I ſhall never come up with her: But 
what cou'd ſhe propoſe by telling you of it? 
Ld. Geo. Why, a freſh Lover I ſuppoſe — She 
found me a little tardy here in addreſſing her; and ima- 
if DW gining my ſmall Virtue might proce! f om ard to 
ad you, to convince me of her Indiference to you, ſhe very 
ad fairly told me how ſhe had ſerv'd you, to open an eaſier 
Paſſage in my Conſcience for my Paſſion to her. 
ge i Ld. Wrong. Sir, I give you joy. 3 
Ld. Geo. And faith, Sir, I expect it, though not as 
ow you do, from the green Youth of her Perſon, but the 
een 
Was 


plump Maturity of her Underſtanding — in helping 
me to anorher. 

| Ly. Wrong. Riddles ! h 
an Ld. Geo. To be ſhort ; I think I have bit the Babe; 
for in return, to convince her of my Indifference to 
Mrs. Congueft, I have impos'd upon her to diſcover my 
real Paſſion to Lady Gentle, before Mrs. Congueft's 
Face: And this, Sir, with your leave, is, upon my 
Honour, all the Uſe I deſign to make of her. 
= Ld. #rorg. Faith, tis a glorious one — All Machia- 

vel was Boys-play to it Look you, Sir, if you have 
Fancy to the ſmall remainder of her Compofition—— 
ray be free—— -- -- 
Ld. Geo Dear Sir, not ſo much as the ſqueeze of 
her little Finger : But I thought I might make bold with 
her Virtue, and not rob your Gon of a Morſel. 
Ld. Wrong. Not a ſtep farther, faith [ ſhall &en 
urn about my Nag and go home: a little humble 
lare-hunting, by way of taking the Air, I can make 
W ſhift to come up to; but to ſcamper, Neck or no- 
ing, after a mad galloping Jade of a Hind, that will 
n you ſtrait an end out of a Country, requires a little 
nore Mettle than I am maſter of. 

Ld. Geo. Come, come! you are Sportſman enough 
Þ know, that as Pride firſt humbles a Coquet into 
voſeit Encouragements to gain a Man, ſo the ſame Pride 
ery often piques her into the granting the laſt Favour, 
ther than loſe him. 


Ld. Wrong. 


4 | 
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it, Sir; 1 expect to have my Wife ſnock me too. 


Ld. Geo. O pray, how did you come off? Cid. my 


Lady ſee you in the Coach? 


Ld. Vong. I am not ſure, faith; but whether ſhe did 


or not, ſhe ſhan't convince me ſhe did. 

Ld. Geo. Where did you leave her ! 
Id. Wrong. Why, as ſoon as the Child told me from 

her Coach, that my Wife was in another behind me, 
I advis'd her to go off; then whipt up my wooden 
Glaſſes, and flood croſs the Road, to ent the 
Nymph's being follow'd : when ſhe was out of Sight, 
I order'd the Fellow to drive to Town as faſt as Black 
and Bay cou'd lay Legs to the Ground ; and having the 
Fortune of better Horſes, I juſt got Time enough to 
ſtop, and give a Fellow a Guinea to cut the Braces of 
the Coach that came aſter me ; which, while I drove 

tly on, I ſaw him do; ſo e' en came away, and left 

ker Ladyſhip fairly overſet in the middle of a ſwinging 
Shower, at Hyde-Park-Corner. | 

Id. Geo. How will the get home? 


Id. Wrong. Umh ! She will have Wit enough in her 


Paſſion, I preſume, to ſend for another Coach ; or, if 
_— it will be a very pretty cool Walk over the Park for 
Ld. Geo. What an unfortunate Creature is a jealous 


Wife | 
| [Bruſh chers Lord Wronglove, and Exit. 

Ld. Wrong. My Wiſe's come home: Now, if you 
have a Curioſity, you ſhall ſee how I'll manage her. 

Ld. Ges. Pray, Sir, don't let me be Witneſs of your 
conjugal Douceurs; but, if you pleaſe, I'll ſtep into the 
next Room a little, for I have two or three Words te 
write; I muſt appoint the Count to meet me at Lad 
Gentle's after the Play. 

Ld. Vrorg. Do fo then Take this Key, you'll 
find Paper in the Bureau. 


Ld. Geo. Quick, quick, I hear her Boz Foyage. 
| [Exit Lord Georg | 
4 | 
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Enter Lady Wronglove, as from the Street, in a Hood 
2 Scarf, and her Petticoat piun d up. 


La. Wrong. So, Sir, you are come home, I ſee. 

Ld. Vrong. Yes, Madam, and you have been abroad, 
I ſee ; will you never give over making yourſelf ridicu- 
lous to the very Servants ? Was this a Dreſs to go out 
in, or a Condition for a Woman of your Quality to 
walk home in ? Death! what muſt People take you 
for? For ſhame ! | 

La. Vrong My Lord, when a Huſband grows mon- 
ſtrous, a Wife may well become ridiculous. | 

Ld. Wrong. Look you, Madam, while your Jealou- 
ſy keeps within Bounds, I ſhall take little Notice of it: 
But when its idle Extravagances break upoa my Repu- 
tation, I ſhall reſent it as I ought. You may think me 
an ill Huſband, if you pleaſe; but I won't have the 
World think ſo, till I give em Occaſion. 

La. Hong. Infolent ! 

Ld. Vong. I thought I had told you in the Morn- 
ing of a fooliſh Letter, that was brought by Miſtake to 
me inſtead of my Servant : Your not taking my Word, 
methinks was not over-civil, Madam; and your fince 
dogging my Servant inſtead of me, to the very Place 

Appointment, was extremely obliging. The Fel- 
low has confeſs'd to me, fince he came home, that in 
his Fear to be ſeen, he got your Coach overthrown in 
the middle of the Hiphway, while you ridiculouſly pur- 
fued him : A mighty reputable Figure you muſt make, 
while you were getting out of it, no doubt! | 

La. Vrong. Come, come, my Lord, I have not loſt 
my Senſes yet I follow'd you, and ſaw you in the 
Coach, when the confident Creature reach'd out to you 
from another, to tell you, I ſuppoſe, that I was juſt be- 
hind you. You may wrong me, but you can never 
blind me. [ua ſcornful Smile, 

I'd. Frong. Look you, Madam, that Manner in 
ſpeaking ſhews too much Tranſport, and Colour 
does not become your Face. 
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La. Wrong. (Taking him up ſhort.) Some People 
think it does now: All Men are not of your Opinion, 


my Lord, my Complexion may not pleaſe you perhaps; 
but I have known hinge Lover fad on nk 


tite only 
from a Huſband's lofing it. | 
. Ld. Wrone. I won't f Madam, you'll ſuffer 
any Man to like you more he ought to do. 


La. Wrong. O Sir! don't you depend more upon m 
Diſcretion, than your owa 3 We Wives, — 5 
our Huſbands, love to have ſome idle Body or other 
to flatter us into Humour, when the Time hangs upon 
our Hands. | 

Ld. Wrong. You are pleaſant, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Marriage wou'd be an unfortunate Fro- 
lick indeed, if a Woman's Happineſs were to die with 
Her Huſband's Inclination. 

Ld. Wrong. Waggiſh, I proteſt. 

La. — O — nothing like a modiſh Huſband 
to refine the unbred Virtue of a Wife into all the pretty 
Liberties in faſhion. ” 

Ld. Wrong. Good Company, or let me die. 

La. Wrong. I knew the Day, when my Lady Honey- 
Moon wou'd have bluſh'd, almoſt into Tears, at the 
Alarm of a bare civil Thing from any Man but her 
Huſband ; but from the well-bred Example of his Con- 
ſcience, ſhe has now moſt undauntedly got the better of 
her own, and ſtands buff at the Head of the Mode, 
without the leaſt Tincture of Virtue to put her out of 
Countenance. 

Ld. Wrong. Why now, my Dear this is ſome- 
thing; if you'd but always treat me with Good-hu- 
mour, you and I ſhou'd never diſpute as long as we live. 

La. Frong. Monſter ! 

Id. Wrong. For you know I have often told you, 
that if ever 1 ſhou'd be weak enough to wrong you, a 
gentle Complaint and good Words wou'd work me to 
any thing; when the Pride of an inſolent Reproach 
wou'd be but adding Fuel to my Folly, and make it 
flame the higher: But now I ſee that you are convinc'd 


that your Suſpicions were groundleſs, and that — are 
| , 
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ſenſible, if they had not that, Defiance is utterly th: 
wrong Way to reform me : You ſhall find that all this 
a that you now treat me with, 


mall not be thrown away upon me. 


La. Wrong. Inſolent ! provoking Devil! 

Ld. Vrong. I am glad we are Friends with all my 
Heart; I am, upon my Soul, my Dear. 

La. Wrong. Villain ! : 

Ld. Wrong. O my Dear! I had like to have * 
ove Thing, and fince we are now come to. a right Un- 
derſtanding, I'll tell you. if ever you and I ſhould 
happen to diſagree, I beg of you, for your own ſake, 
never give me any hard Language; becauſe there is no 
being certain, but in one of my brutal Fits, I may let 
you cry yourſelf half blind for it, before I forgive you. 

La. Wrong. Forgive me! I have a Soul as much 
above the Fear of you, as are your Injuries below my 
Scorn ] laugh at both. 

Ld. Wrong. Ay but, my Life, I wou'd not have you 


_ truſt me; for if ever you ſhou'd accuſe me wrongfully, 


I know my fooliſh Temper ſo well, that, in my Con- 
ſcience, in pure Spight, I believe I believe —— 
I believe I ſhou'd keep a Girl. | 

La. Vrong. My Lord, this Affectation won't redreſs 


my Injuries, and however you deceive yourſelf, in your 


unqueſtion'd Power of doing Wrong, you'll find there 
is a Force of Juſtice yet above your Strength, a Curb of 
Law to check abandon'd Principles; nor am I yet fo 
poor in Intereſt or Friends, jealous of my Wrong, as of 
their own, but I find a Time and Place to make 
your proud Heart humble for this Uſage. 

Ld. Wrong. Death! and He!l! dare to inſult me with 
ſach another Thought, theſe Walls ſhall mark your 
Bounds of Liberty: This diſmal Houſe becomes your 
Priſon, debar'd of Light, of Converſe, or Relief, you 
live immur'd for Life: And, let me ſee that Big- 
mouth'd Friend, or Intereſt then, than can unlock a 
Huſband's Power to keep you When my Wife 
talks warmly to me, ſhe ſhall aſk my Leave firſt. 
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La. Wrong. Never Such Leave as you took to 
give me Cauſe for't, I take to tell you of it. 

Ld. Wrong. We, are upon an equal Foot: I won't 
have you ſo familiar in your Accuſations. Be warn'd, 
and ſtir me not to uſe my Power: You may ſooner 
make me an ill Huſband than a tame one. | 

La. Vrong. So may you me a Wife, my Lord: And 
what is't binds me more to bear an Injury, than you? I 
have ſeen you laugh at Paſſive Obedience between a 
Prince and People, and in the Senſe of Nature, I can't 
ſee why 'tis not as ridiculous from a Wife to an injuri- 
ous Huſband. | 

Ld. Vreng. Their Hazard is at leaſt unequal: A 
People may be freed by ſtruggling ; but when a fetter'd 
Wife preſumes, th' inſulted Huſband's ſure to make her 
Chain the ſhorter. 

La. Wrong. Her Mind, at leaſt, is more at liberty; 
the Eaſe of giving Shame for Pain, ſtands yet in ſome 
Degree of Pleaſure : The Wretch that's baſely kill'd, 
falls better ſatisfied to ſee his Murderer bleed. 

Ld. Wong. Nay, now I crave your Mercy, Madam, 
I find I miſtook your G. ievance all this while It 
ſeems then, to be reſus'd the Pleaſure of reproaching, 
is what you can't bear. and when you are wrong'd, 
to lock up your Tongue is the preateſt Cruelty your 
Tyrant can impoſe upon yOu. If that be the Hard- 
ſhip, pray be eaſy, when you pleaſe, in the Name of 
Thunder go on, ſpare no Invectives, but open the 
Spout of your Eloquence, and ſee with what a calm con- 
nubial Refignation, 1 will both hear and bow to the 
Chaſtiſement. | | 

La. Vrong. Poor helpleſs Affectation! This ſhew of 


Temper is as much diſſembled as your Innozencee 


1 know, in ſpight of all your harden'd Thoughts, to 
hear vorr Guilt confronted thus, muſt gall your Soul: 
Patients don't uſe to ſmile while their freſh Wounds are 

rob'd, nor Criminals to laugh under the Smart of Ju- 


ftice. 
Li, Wreag. My Life, you begin extremely well, and 
5 _ 
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with abundance of Fire, only give me leave to obſerve 
one thing to you, that as you draw towards an End, 
don't forget the principal thing you were going to ſay. 
I-rong. How poor ! how low ! how wretched is 
a guilty Mind, that ſtands without a Bluſh the Shock of 
Accuſation ! — 
Ld. Vrong. Hold, Madam, don't miſlake me nei- 


ther; for I allow you to accuſe me of nothing, but of 


what we fine Gentlemen think is next to nothing 
a little Gallantry. 


La. Wrong. Audacious ! horrid Wretch ! and dare 


yon on the Fact? 

Id. Vrong. Own it! no, no, if I were guilty I 

wou'd not do that, but I give you leave to ſuppole me 
ſo, becauſe, by what you ſay, I fancy it wou'd eaſe your 


Heart to reproach me; tho' methinks— it's very 


hard that Demonſtration won't convince you of my Iu- 
nocence. " 
La. Wrong. Demonſtration ! | 

_ I'd. Wrong. Demonſtration! Ay, Demonſtration : 
Fer if I were guilty, pray who cou'd better know it 
than myſelf? and have not I told you with my own 
Mouth tis no ſuch thing? Pray what Demonſtration 
can be plainer ? 


La. Hong. I find you are reſolv'd to ſland it to the 


lat ; but fince I know your Guilt, I owe myſelf the 
Juſtice to reſent it. When the weak Wiſe tranſgreſſes, 
the Huſband's Blood has leave to boil ; his Fury's ju- 
ſtified by Honour! the Wrong admits no Meaſure of 
Amends ; his Reputation bleeds, and only Blood can 
ſtanch it. And I muſt tell you, Sir, that in the Scales 
of Conſcience, the Huſband's Falſhood is an equal in- 
Jury, and equal too you'll find the Wife's Reſentment; 
Henceforth be ſure you're private in your Shame ; for 
if I trace you to another Proof, expect as little Mercy 
for the Wretch you doat on, as you yourſelf wou'd 


ſhew to the felonious Lover. | 


My Wrengs through her ſhalt ſpoct you to the Sou', 


You ſpall not find I am an imjur'd Feel. [ Exit. 


Ld. Wrong. Well faid egad, if ſhe cou'd but love 
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with half the Fire ſhe can hate, I wou'd not defire to 
paſs my Time in better Company Not but be- 
tween me, and myſelf, our dear Conſorts have ſome- 
taing a hard Time on't : We are alittle apt to take 
more Liberty than we give But People in Power 
don't care to part with it, whether it be lawful or no; 
to bear her Inſolence is poſitively intolerable... What 
Nall I do with her I know no Way of making an 
honourable Peace, better than Sword in Hand —Ev'n 
let her Pride ſwell till it burits, and then *tis poſſible ſhe 
way hear Reaſon. 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Here's Sir Friendly Meral, my Lord. 

LA. Vi rong. Defire him to walk in I hold fifty 
Pounds the old Gentleman comes to ſchool me about 
his young Kinſwoman ; if he does, I know he'll do it 


bandſomely : For give him his due, with all his Seve- 


rity of Principles, he is as good-bumour'd, and as well 
bred, as if he had no Principles at all. 


Enter a Servant with Sir Friendly: 


Sir Fr. My Lord, Tam your moſt humble Servant. 
Id. Wrong. Sir Friendly / this is kind indeed! Chairs 
there Well ! how goes the Gout, Sir ? of 
Sir Fr. In troth very untowardly ; for I can hardly 
walk with it— Will your Lordſhip give me leave ? 
Id. Wrong. To ſtand upon any thing but Ceremony. 


Exter Lord George from the inner Room. 


Ld. Ges. Nuncle, I am glad to ſee you. 

Sir Fr. Hah! Monſieur Brilliant, and in a ſober 
Viſit after Sun-ſet ! | 

Ld. Gee. O dear Sir, 1 am a Fellow of the 
moſt retir'd Converſation in the World. 

Sir Fran. Your Reformation is not of a very long 
Date, I'm afraid; for if I don't miſtake, I ſaw = 
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byt yeſterday at the Thatch'd-houſe, with a Napkin 


upon your Head, at the Window, in a very hopeleſs 


Company 

Ld. Geo How ! how _ — Title, 
and a foreign Count, hopeleſs y 

Sir Fr. Moſt deplorable ! Your Count's a Counter, 
and only paſſes for what he is in his own Country; your 
Men of Title are indeed no Counterfeits, every body 
ſees into their Worth, Sir Bubble Squander, and my 
Lord Lawle/s : But the Sparks I 'd you with, 
were Done-fir/ſt the Jockey, and Touchum the Gameſter; 
og a Fellow, as ever broke the Head of a Box- 

eeper. : 

Ld. Geo. Pſhah ! People that play keep all Company : 
But tolet you ſee I had my Account in it, I had a min4 
to bite Sir Bubble in a Horſe-match, and ſo took theſe 


two Fellows with me, to let him into the Secret. 


Sir Fran. A fine Inſtance of our modiſh Morals in- 
deed! To make one's Conſcience a Bawd, to the 
diſhonour of biting a Wretch of perhaps an hundred 
Pounds ! What a Shame it is the World ſhould not call 


it by it's true Name, Cheating, that Men of Honour 


ight not be guilty of it! 

Ges. O, Sir, the Name I grant * wou'd 
ſtrangely alter the Caſe ; but People of Rank and Pow- 
er, Nuncle, are wiſer, and nick-name one another's In- 
firmities. Therefore tis your little Cheat, you 
ſee, that's ſent to Newgate ; your great one only turn _ 
out of his Place. 


Sir Fr. Nay, tis a comfortable World indeed, for 


Knaves, Fools, Fops, Cowards, and Sharpers. 

Ld. Geo. Right ! their Quality and Quantity keep 
'em in Countenance. A 

Sir Fr. So that a Man may be any one, or all of em, 
and yet appear no Monſter in. moſt of the public Places 
about Town. | | | 

I'd. Vrong. But with Submiſſion, Sir Friendly, if I 
meet with a Man of Figure, that talks agreeably over 
a Glaſs ; what in the Name of Good-nature have I to 
do with his Morals ? | 

| C 4 | Sir Fr.. 
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Sir Fr. *Tis in my Opinion, as diſhoneſt for a Man 
of Quality to — with a well-bred Rogue, as twere 
unſafe for a Woman of Reputation to make a Compa- 
nion of an agreeable Strumpet. People's Taſte and 
Principles are very juſtly meaſur'd by their Choice of 
Acquaintance : Beſides, a Man of Honour owes the 
Diſcountenance of a Villain, as a Debt to his own Dig- 
nity. How poor a Spirit mult it ſhew in our People of 
Fortune, to let Fellows, who deſerve hanging every 
other Day in their Lives, die at laſt of fitting up in the 
beſt Company? But my Lord Wrengiowe, 1 am afraid I 
have a Pardon to aſk ; the laſt Time we three were to- 

ether, did not the old Fellow a little overſhont Eimfelt? 
2 when we parted, I had been freer in my Ad- 
vice than became me. 


Ld. II reng. So far from it, that your very Mar ner 


of {peaking makes your moi icvere Reproofs an Obli- 
ation. 
. Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concern'd for what I had 
ſaid to your Lordſhip : As for this Spark, I no more 
mind his Caprice, than I believe he does any thing I 
can ſay to him: And yet the Knave has ſomething of 
Good-humour in him, that makes me I can't help 
ſometimes throwing away my Words upon him. But 
give me your Hand ; in troth, when I was at your 
Years I had my Follies too. ; 
Ld. Geo. Ay! Now you come to us, Nuncle, and I 


hope you'll have Good-nature enough, not to expect 


your Friends to be wiſer than you were. | | 

Sir Fr. Perhaps I don't expect it, but in troth, if 
they ſhou'd be wiſer for my Soul I can't ſee any 
harm *twou'd do em: And tho” I love with all my 
Heart to ſee Spirit in a young Fellow, yet a little Pru- 
dence won't poiſon him. And if a Man that ſets out in- 
to Life, ſhow'd carry a little general Eſteem with him, 
as part of his Equipage, he'd make never the worſe Fi- 
gure at the End of his Journey. 

Ld. Geo. We young Fellows that ride Poſt never mind 
what Figures we make. 

Sir Fr. Come! come! let's not contend for 9 
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but Truth II love you both 


— and wou'd 
— Don't think 
becauſe you paſs for Men of Wit, and modiſh Honour, 
that that's all you owe to your Condition : Fortune has 
given you Titles to ſet your Actions in a fairer Light, 
and Nature Underſtanding to make em not only juſt, 
but generous. Troth ! it grieves me to think you can 
abuſe ſach Happineſs, and have no more Ambitien, or 
Regard to real Honour, than the wretched fine Gentle- 
men in moſt of our modern Comedies ! — Will you 
forgive me — Upon my Faith, I don't ſpeak thus of 

ou to other People, nor wou'd I now ſpeak fo to you, 
ber to prevent other People's ſpeaking thus of you to 
me. | | 
Ld. Geo. Nuncle, depend upon't I'm always pleas'd 
to hear you. 

Ld. Wrong. I take it kindly. 
Sir Fr. Then firſt to you, Lord George — What can 
you think the honeſt Part of the World will ſay of you, 
when you have ſeduc'd the innocent Inclinations of one 
of the beſt Wives, from perhaps one of the beſt Huſ- 
bands in the World? ——To be plain, I mean my La- 
dy Gentle. — You ſee, my Lord, with all your Diſ- 
cretion, your Deſign's no Secret. 
Ld. Geo. Upon my Life, Nuncle, if I were half the 

Fellow you think me, I ſhou'd be aſham'd to look Peo- 


ple in the Face. | 


Sir Fr. Fie, fie ! how uſeleſs is the Force of Un- 
derſtanding, when only Ape can give vs Virtue ? 

Ld. Wrong. Come, Sir, you ſee he's incorripible, 
you'll have better Succeſs with me, I hope; for, to tell 


vou the Truth, I have few Pleaſures that you can call it 


Virtue in me to part with. 

Sir Fr. I am glad to hear it, my Lord,. I halt 
be as favourable as I can; but, fince we are in ſearch 
of Truth, muſt freely tell you, the Man that violates 
himſelf the facred Honours of his Wife's chaſte Bed (I 

muſt be plaia, my Lord) ought at leaſt to fear, as ſhe's 
the frailer Sex, the fame from her; the I:jury to her 
ſirikes deeper than the Head, often to the Heart. And 
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then her Provocation is in Nature ors and injured 
Minds think nothing is unjuſt that's natural. This 
ought to make a wiſe Man tremble : For, in the Point 
of real Honour, there's very little Difference between 
being a Cuckold, and deſerving to be one. And to 
come a little cloſer to your Lordſhip's Caſe, to ſee ſo 
fine a Woman as my Lady Wronglove, even in her Flow- 
er of Beauty, lighted for the unblown Pleaſures of a 
Green-fick Girl ; befides the imprudent Part, argues at 
beſt a thin and fickly Apperite. 

Ld. Wrong. Sir Friendly, I am almoſt aſham'd to 
anſwer you. Voir Reproach indeed has touch'd 
me; I mean for my Attempts upon your young Kinſ- 
woman; but becauſe tis not fit you ſhou'd take 
Word, after my owning ſo unfair an Action, here's one 
can bear me witneſs, that not half an Hour before you 
came in, I had reſolv'd never to purſue her more. 
Sir Fr. My Lord, I came not to reproach you with a 

Wrong to me, but to yourſelf; had the Girl had no 
Relation to me, I till had ſaid the ſame ; not but I now 
am dvubly bound to thank you. | 

Ld. Gro. And now, *Nuncle, T1! give you a Piece of 
Advice: Diſpoſe of the Child as ſoon as you can, ra- 
ther under-match her, than not at all. For, if you'll al- 
low me to know any thing cf the Mathematicks, before 
ſhe's five Weeks older ſhe will be totally unqualified for 
an Ape- leader; this you may as poſitively depend upon, 
as that ſhe is of the Feminine Gender. 

Sir Fr. I am pretty well acquainted with the Ripe- 
neſs of her Inclinatiors, and have provided for em; 
unleſs ſome ſuch Spark as you (now my Lord has laid 
'em down) whips up the Cudgels in the mean time. 

Ld. Geo. Not I, upon Honour, depend upon't ; her 
Perſon's quite out of my Gouſt, nor have I any more 
Concern about it than J have to know who will be the 
next King of Poland, or who is the true original Inven- 
tor of Strops ſor Razors. 

Ld. Wrerg. Sir Friendly, Town I have been no Stran- 
ger in other Places to the Follies you have charg'd me 
with; yet J am ſo far inclin'd to part with them, that 
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were it poſlible, I could be, my own Way, and - 


ly, reconcil'd to my Wife, I wou'd not wiſh a Thought 


of Ha pineſs beyond it. 
Sir 


89 r. My Lord, I know her Temper, and her 
Ld. Wrong. O! human Patience can't bear it. 
Sir Fr. I warrant you! a wiſe Man will bear a 


greater Weakneſs from a Woman : And, fince I find 


your Good-nature is not wholly diſoblig'd, I cou'd 


wiſh, for both your Sakes, I had your Lordſhip's ſecret 


Leave to talk with her. 

Ld. Wrong. Umh ! Cou'd not it as well be done with- 
out my Leave, Sir Friendly ?. I ſhou'd not care to have 
her think I made Advances 

Sir Fr. Oh!. I am a Friend to both, and will. 

Enter 4 Servant. 
Serv. Sir, there's a Gentleman come out of the Ci-- 


ty, and ſtays at your Houſe to ſpeak with you. 
Sir Fr. TIl wait on him. My Lord, will you ex- 


cuſe me? 


Ld. Wreng. I cou'd rather wiſh Buſineſs wou d, 
„ entered 

Sir Fr. my , my Lord, tis urgent; this 
Man — I am — myſelf of 
my Guardianſhip to Mrs. Congueft, and my Buſineſs is 
now w 4 her in the laſt Sum of her Fortune. 

FR... co. What's _- Sum total, Nuncle, if a Man 

u'd ha to ſet a Price upon his Li 5 

Sir F. 1 come, the 1 _— my 
Lord, are not worth keeping: An honeſt Smile from 
the Good-humour of that Girl is worth all the ſodden 
Favours of your whole Seraglio Wil four thouſand 
Pounds do any good, my Lord? 

Ld. Geo. Look you, Sir Friendly, Marriage is very 
honourable and wiſe, and —and—it—it —it's—it's an 
extreme fine thing, no doubt; but I am one of thoſe 
frank-hearted Fello vs that had rather ſee my Ps 
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happy that Way than myſelf, — My Lord, your Ser- 
vant If you are going home, Nuncle, III carry 
you, for I have Buſineſs at your Houſe too. 

Ld. V rorg. Who's there? Light out ! —- Lord 


 Geerge, is your new Chariot at the Door? 


Ld. Geo. Yes, and poſitively the prettieſt that ever 
roll'd in the Rear of {ix Horſes. | 
Ld. Vrong. | have a Mind to look at it. [Exeunt. 


WUB WIND 
Ar IV. 
S CE N E Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 


Euter Lady Wronglove and Mrs. Hartſhorn. 
La. Wrong. As. Sir Friendly within? 


Mrs. Hart}. Yes, Madam, he gives: 


his humble Service, and ſays, he will certainly be at 


home at eight o'Clock, and expect your Ladyſhip's 
Commands. | | | : 


La. Mrong. Did the Fellow give my Service to my. 


Lady Gentle too, and to Mrs. Congueft 7 | 
Mrs. Hurt. He did not ſay any thing of it to me,, 


Madam. 
La. Wrong. What Blockhead is it you always find: 
out to neglect my Buſineſs ? Whom did you ſend ? 
Mrs. Hart/. James, Madam. 
La. #reng. Call him in, I find I muſt always give 
m Orders myſelf. 


Mrs. Hart/. He's. gone to the Play to keep your La- 


deſhip's Places. 


La. Nong. The Play! ſure the People are all out of 


their Senſes! Why I ſhan't go to-day. 
Mrs. Hari. He ſaid, Madam, your Ladyſhip order'd. 
him, right, or wrong, to keep Places every Saturday. 
La. Wrong, Pihah ! 
Mrs. Hart). I hope your Ladyſhip 1s not angry at. 


me, Madam. | 
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La. Wrong. No! Prithee ! I don't know what I ſay. 
Mrs. Hartſ. Ah! poor Lady! ! [Afede. 
La. Wrong. What is the Play to-day ? 

Mrs. Hari/. The —— the—— Huftend, ſomething 
| the Careful Huſband, I think, Madam. 

La. Wrong. The Careful! the Careleſs Huſband, you 
mean ſure—— tho? I never ſaw it. 

Mrs. Hart/. Yes, yes, Madam it's that Play, 
that my Lady Wear-breeches hates ſo, that I ſaw once, 
Madam——where there's a Lady comes in, and catch- 
es her Huſband faſt aſleep with her own Woman, and 
then takes her Handkerchief off her Neck, and then 
goes ſoftly to him —— ns 

La. Vrong. And ftrangles him in his Sleep? 

Mrs. Har!/. No, Madam. | 

La. Wrong. Oh, ftrangles the Woman? 
Mrs. Hari. No, Madam, ſhe only lays it gently 


| ever his Head, for fear he ſhou'd catch Cold, and fo 


ſeals out of the Room, without ſo much as offering to 
wake him. | | 

La. Vrong. Horrid! And what became of the poor- 
ſpirited Creature ? „ 

Mrs. Hart. Oh! Madam, when the Gentleman 


wakes, and finds that his Lady has been there without 


taking any Notice of it to kim, he grows ſo ſham'd of 
his Wickedneſs, and fo ſenfible of her Virtues, that he 
afterwards proves the civileſt Gentleman, and the beft 
Huſband in the World to her. 

La. Vrong. Foh! were 1 an Huſband, 4 Wife with. 
ſuch a tame enduring Spirit wou'd make me ſcorn her, 
or, at beſt, but. ſleep at her groveling Virtue — Is my 
Lord within ? | | : 

Mrs. Hari. Ves, Madam, he's reading in his Cloſet, 

La. Wrong. Any thing, the dulleſt Solitude more pleaſ- 
es him than my Company —— Hoh ! [ Sig hinge. 

Mrs. Harti. [ Aſfele.] Ah, poor Lady ! it makes me 


weep to ſee her grieve at Heart ſo. 


La. Vreng. Go 15 my Lord, and ſey I defire to- 
ſpeak with him. [Zl. As. Hart horn.] Oh! for a. 
Draught of cold Indiſference to chill this lukewarm; 
155 Lowe, 
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Re Peace, chat I may 
leave without a Pang this harden'd Wretch, and to the 
r 
He comes, keep down my ſwelling Heart, and let tame 
Patience my Wrongs for once; for Wrongs like 
mine not the Force, nor Fire of Paſſion to preſent 


Enter Lord Wronglove. 


„ Wrong. I am told, Madam, you defire to ſpeale 
me. 
La. Wrong. Yes, my Lord; and which perhaps 
you'll not diſlike, to talk with you in Temper too, if 
you're in Temper to receive it. NE | 

Ld. Wrong. While you're in Temper, Madam, I 
ſhall always think I owe you the Reſpect of 2 
mine; and when you are not, I ſhall keep it in Reſpect 
to myſelf, 

La. Wrong. My Lord, I never had Occaſion to que- 
ſtion your knowing what you ought to do; but you are 
not bound, you'll ſay, to make your Inclination a Slave 
to your Underſtanding : and therefore tis poſlible you 
won't want Arguments to convince me, that a Wife's 
oblig'd to bear all Faults in a Huſband, that are not in 
her Power to puniſh, 

Ld. Wrong. Proceed. 

La. Vrong. Now I muſt tell you, my Lord, when 
any one injures me, becauſe *tis in their Power, I ſhall. 
certainly hate 'em for't, becauſe that's in my Power. 

Ld. Vrong. I am ſorry you think it v >rth your while 
to make uſe of ſo unprofitable a Power, | 

La. Vrong. I am ſorry I have Occafion for it. 

Ld. Wrong. Umh—— That's half a Queſtion — but 

on. 3 
Tha Wrong. And therefore ſince I find the more I en- 
deavour to detect you, the more you perſiſt in your Re- 
ſolotion to uſe me ill; ſince my honeſt Reſentment, 
and your Actions, have made us a mutual Grievance to 
one another, I ſee no Way in Nature to make us mutu- 
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to part, th' uneaſy Bond of Wife or Huſband no longer 
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ally juſt, but by cancelling our Obligations. If we agree 


lies in Force againſt us And fince I am contented 
to remit the Breaches you have made of the Conditions 
on your Part, I ſuppoſe you won't think it inconſiſtent 
with your Reputation, to allow me part of the Fortune. 
I brought you, as a ſeparate Maintenance. 

Ld. Wrong. When you and 1 part, Madam, you ſhall: 
leave none of your Fortune behind you: But ſhou'd I 


= now yield to your Propoſal, the World might think I 
 own'd the Breaches you accuſe me of, and then *twere- 


only parting to indulge your Pride: But if the ſincere 
Sorrow of your humble Heart can find a Way to make 


it as conſiſtent with my Reputation, as my private Peace, 


TIl fign to your Relief this Moment. 

La. Vrong. Your Reputation! No, my Lord, that's 
your Buſineſs to ſecure, I've taken care to let my Ac- 
tions juſtify my own; if you have been remiſs, the 
Fault's not mine to anſwer — I'm glad at leaſt to ſee 
you own where *tis your Weakneſs lies. 

Ld. Vreng. To bear ſuch Inſults from a Wife is not 
perhaps my leaſt Weakneſs —— Nay, I've another too, 
which I might own with equal Bluſhing : A tame for- 
giving Pity of your unfortunate Temper, that pauſes 
yet to take the Advantage of your Diftraftion to undo 

ou. 
, La. Vrong. Herrid ! Infolent Aſſertion, to do me 
Injury; and call my innocent Endeavours at Redreſs, 
Diſtraction. | | 

Ld. Vreng. Innocent! Away! You take the rudeſt, 
fierceſt, falſeſt Means for Reparation, if you had a 
Wrong. | | 
La. Vrong. If I had! Inſupportable ! To be out- 
fac'd that my own Eyes deceive me . 

Ld. Wrong. Death and Confuſion! Suppoſe your 
Wrongs were true think what they are ſpeak 
'em with a modeſt Tongue, and bluſh at all this Red- 
ne's of Reſentment. 

La. Wrong. Nay now, my Lord, we are paſt all Ar- 


gume nt. : 
Ld. Wrong. 
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Id. Vrong. Tis fit we ſhould be ſo—the Subject 
ought to be below your Thoughts. don't miſuſe 

ur Pride, till I am taught to think you've none. 

eath! I've known the Spirit of a Strumpet in the 
Misfortunes of her lighted Love ſhew more than you; 
who tho' her Heart was bleeding with the inward Pain, 
yet to her Lover's Face took Pride and Eaſe to ſeem 
concernleſs at his Falſhood. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, your having a better Opinion 
of ſuch Creatures than your Wife, is no new Thing to 
me; but I muſt tell you, I have not deſerv'd your vile 
Compariſon. Nor ſhall I ever buy an Huſband's In- 
clination, by being like the horrid Things you doat on. 

Ld. Wrong. Come, ſince you are incorrigible, I'II 

ive your Pride the vain Relief you aſk for —— Your 
Temper is at laſt intolerable, and now *tis mutual Eaſe 
to part with you: Yet to let you ſee *tis not in the 
Power of all your Follies to provoke me to an Injuſlice; 
I will not truit your Wiſhes with your own Diſcretion ; 
but if you have a Friend, that's not an Enemy to me, 
whoſe Honeſty and Senſe you dare depend on, let him 
be Umpire of the Conditions, of what's proper both of 
us ſhould yield to when we part; and here's my 
Hand, my Word, my Honour, Pll fign em on De- 
mand. 

La. Frong. Keep but your Word in this, my Lord, 
and I have henceforth no Injuries to reproach you with. 

Id. Wrong. If in the leaſt Article I ſhrink from it, 
conclude me then the mean, the ſervile Wretch you'd 
make me.. | 

La. Y'reng. Id make you juſt, my Lord; if that's 
my Fault, I never ſhall repent it. 

Ld. Wrong. We are now no longer our own Judges: 
Madam, name the Perſon you appeal to. 

La. Hong. O! my Lord, you can't be more in 
haſte than I am : Sir Fricaaly Mora! : and I think you 


can have no. Objection to his Integrity=——l appeal to 
him. 

Ld. Prong. The Man in the World I wou'd have choſe 

| myſelf. ; 
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myſelf; and if you pleaſe, Madam, Ill wait upon you 


to him immediately. 

La. //rong. No, my Lord, I think it won't be un- 
ſonable, if I ſpeak with him alone firſt. 

Ld. Vrong. With all my Heart; in half an Hour 
then I'll follow you. 

La. Heng. My Lord, you need not affect this In- 


difference, | have Provocations enough without it 


I'll go, depend on't. 
Ld. Zang. I thought you had been gone, Madam. 
How now! [Pasing haſtily by bim. 


Euter a Servant, who whiſpers Lord Wronglove. 


Serv. Sir Friendly Moral defires to ſpeak with your 
Lordſhip : he ſtays in the next Room, and begs may 
Lady may not know he's here. 

La. Wrong. [Turning.] What can that Whiſper mean? 
But I have done with Jealouſy. 

Ld. Wrong. When your Lady's gone out, defire him 
to walk in. [Exit — In half an Hour, as I 
told you, Ill poſitively be with you. 

La. Vreng. Oh! my Lord, I ſhan't ſtay to inter- 
rupt your Privacies. [Exit Lady Wronglave., 

Ld. Wrong. How unfortunate muſt this Woman's 
Temper be, when even this Affectation of Indifference 
is the greateſt Proof I ever receiv'd of her Inclination ? 
What can this come to ?—— By Sir Friendly's 
being here, I fancy ſhe has been diſcloſing her Grie- 


vance already; and when ſhe has made the very worſt 


of it, I am miſtaken, if his Temper and Underſtand- 
ing won't convince her, that *tis below the Pride and 
Prudence of a Wife, to take ſo violent a Notice of it. 
But here he comes — [Enter Sir Friendly Moral.] 
Sir Friendly, your moſt humble Servant—— Come, we 
are alone, I gueſs your Buſineſs my Wife has been 
talking with you. 

Sir Fr. No, my Lord; and unleſs you give 1 me your 
Word to be ſecret, I dare not tell you my Buſineſs. 

* Mrong. Upon my Honour. _—_ 

Fr, 
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Sir Fr. Then, there, my Lord, I juſt now receiv'd 
that Letter from her, 


| Araft, I find there's no way of being eaſy in my Lift, 
but parting for ever with my Lord: And Iwou'd 
willingly do it in ſuch a Manner, as might leaſt 
Glame me to the World. Your Friendſpip to both 
our Families will, I am fure, engage you to adviſe 
me in the ſafeſt Method : Therefore ¶ beg you'll be 
at Home ſome Time this Evening, that I may ſpeak 
with you ; for Life, as it is, is inſupportable. 
Ga | I am, Sir, &c. 


Well, Sir Friendly, then I can tell you half your Trou- 
ble's over; for we have agreed to part already, and 
both have choſen you Umpire of the Conditions. 

Sir Fr. How, my Lord! cou'd Paſſion be ſo far your 
4 4 

. Wrong. Why faith, Sir Friendly, Patience cou' 

endure it ns | _—— her own Propoſal, and 
i -ry ay at laſt to provoke me, to take her 
Sir Fr. Her Word, fy | fy ! becauſe ſhe'd lame her 


to have more Compaſſion 
- Woman's Temper. 

Ld. # rang. Oh! ſhe's implacable ! 

Sir Fr. That Quality puniſhes itſelf, my Lord : and 
fince the Provocation's yours, it might ſometimes be 
pardon d. Do but imagine how it muſt gall the Heart 
of a Woman of Spirit, to ſee the looſe Coquets of her 
Acquaintance ſmile at the modiſh Huſband's ſleeping in 
_ — there's ſomething in what 
ſay—1 — but you'll laugh at me, ſhould I tell 
you the true and honeſt Occafion of it. 

Sir Fr. Not if it be true and honeſt, my Lord. 
Ld. Vrong. Upon my Faith, it was 2 
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taſte of her Perſon, but her being downright an intole- 
rable Bed-fellow. 

Sir Fr. How do you mean? 2 

Ld. Wrong. I cou'd never ſleep with her For tho? 
He loves late Hours, yet when ſhe has ſeen me gape for- 
Bed, like a Waiter at the Groom-Porter's in a Morning, 
ſhe wou'd fill reſerve to herſelf the tedious Decorum of 
being firſt ſollicited for her Company; ſo that ſhe uſu- 
ally contriv'd to let me be three Quarters aſleep, before 
ſhe wou'd do me the Honour to diſturb me. Then be- 
fides this, I was ſeldom leſs than two Nights in four, 
but in the very middle of my firſt comfortable Nap, I 
was awakened with the Alarm of tingle, tingle, for a 
Quarter of an Hour together, that you'd ſwear ſhe- 
wanted a Doctor or a Midwife ; and by and by down 
comes Madamoiſelle with a fingle Under-petticoat in 
one Hand, and rubbing her Eyes with Yother ; and: 
then, after about halfan Hour's weighty Arguments on. 
both Sides, poor Madamoiſelle is guilty of not having 
pull'd the Sheet ſmooth at her Feet; by which unpar-. 
donable Neglect, her Ladyſhip's little Toe had lain at. 
leaſt two Hours on the Rack of a Wrinkle, that had 
almoſt put her into a Fever This, when 1 
ly complain'd of, ſhe faid ſhe muſt either be eaſy in ths... 
Bed, or go out of i. told her, that was f 
my Caſe ; ſo I very fairly ſtepp'd into the next Room, 
where I have ever fince ſlept moſt profoundly, without 
ſo much as once dreaming of her. 

Sir Fr. An unfortunate Circumſtance truly] but I ſee 
a little Matter, my Lord, will part People that don't 
care for Company. 

Ld. Wrong. But, Sir Frienaly, (not to trouble you. 
with a long Particular of the Provocations I had from 
g at firſt) fi I have 


her Temper, to run a __— uppoſe 
lay'd the Fool, is the Fault unpardonable ? Is a Wife's. 
— like an Huſband's, mean, or infamous, be- 
cauſe the overlooks the Folly ? 
Sir Fr. No but did you, my Lord, ever give 
her any Signs of a Repentance ? 
Id. Vrong. As far as 1 have thought the * 


0 


upon my Word. [Exeunt. 


ee Enquiry into my Lady's Gricf, 1 doubt not then I 


| Town ? 


* 
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the Crime requir'd — I've oſten receiv'd her moderate 


Reproaches with a Smile, and Raillery — given ber - 5 
Leave to gueſs, in hopes her Underſtanding wou'd have 4 
{mil'd again, and pardon' d it. Fox. 
Sir Fr. And what Effect had that? 4 "bo 
Ld. Wrong. O!] none in Nature! For, Sir, her Pride | 


has poſſeſs'd her with ſo horrid an Idea of the Crime, if you 


that my making flight on't but the more iacenſes her: had a 


And when once her Paſſion takes the Liberty of her I , 
Tongue to me, I neither ſpare Authority, nor III- na- $4 
ture to provoke or ſilence her ——— This generally is £ 11 
our Courſe of Converſation ; and for aught I ſee, if we __ . 
ou d not agree upon parting, we are in as fuir a Way — 


of heartily plaguing one another for Life, as &er a 2 
comfortable Couple in Europe. | 
Sir Fr. My Lord, the Thought's too melancholy to 


Jeſt upon. 


Ld. Vong. Why faith, I have ſo far a Concern for 
her, that cou'd any Means of an Accommodation be 
found, that were not unfit for an Huſband to ſubmit to, 
I ſhou'd not yet refuſe to come into it. | 

Sir Fr. Spoken like a Man, my Lord: How far the 
t's in you, I partly ſee ; and when I have made the 


be better able to adviſe. . 

Id. Vrong. You've now an Opportunity; for ſhe's 
gone this very Minute to my Lady Gentle's, to ſpeak 
with you. 1 | 

Sir Fr. Twere beſt to loſe no Time then, my Lord; 
I'll take my Leave Nay, no Ceremony. 

Id. Vrong. No, I'm going Part of your Way 


Enter Lady Gentle, reading a Letter, and Mrs. Conqueſt. 


Mrs. Con. Thope Sir William's well, Madam. 

La. Gent. Yes, very well, my Dear, and deſires his 
Baiſemains to your Ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Con. Does he ſay any thing of coming to 


La. Gent. 


— 
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La. Gent. No, nothing yet. 
Mrs. Con. No! Pray, Madam, don't you think his 
good Worſhip begins to be a little fonder of 
Fox-hunting, than yo cou'd wiſh he were ? 

La. Gent. I am always pleas'd while he's diverted ; 
if you ſaw his Letters to me, you wou'd not think I 
had any Reaſon to complain. 

Mrs. Con. Nay, the World owns your Ladyſhip has 
the perfect Secret of making a good Huſband. 

La. Gent. Believe me, Child, the Matter's not ſo dif- 
ficult as People wou'd have it. If you but knew what 
Trifles, in the Compliance of a Wife's Temper, ſooth 
a Man to Fondneſs, you'd admire to what childiſh Ob- 
ſtinacy ſo many Women owe their Uneaſineſs. 


Enter Miſi Notable, crying. 


Miſs Not. Oh! oh! | | | 
La. Gent. How now! what's the Matter, my Dear ? 
Miſs Noz. Oh ! oh! Madam! Madam! 

Mrs. Con. Bleſs me! what ails the Child? Y 


Miſs Nor. I have been fo abus'd ! fo affronted ! 
La. Gent. Abus'd! by whom, my Dear? 3 
Miſs Not. That Monſter of Men, my Lord George 
he's Brilliant. 7 8 
ſpeak Mrs. Con, My Lord George“ 
. Miſs Net. Oh! I can't ſpeak for Paſſion! 
Lad: La. Gent. I'm amaz d! what has he done, Child? 
L Miſs Not. The moſt provoking, impudent thing that 
I ever was offer'd to a young Creature, ſure: Oh! oh! 
Mrs. Con. [A/ide.] This muſt be ſome ſtrange thing, 
indeed: For if I don't miftake, her young Ladyſhip 
aueſt. I Winks herſelf old enough for moſt Sorts of Impudence, 
4 chat a Man can offer her. | | 
La. Gent. Has he offer'd any Love, or Rudeneſs to 
es his n 4 | | 1 
Mas Not. Oh worſe! worſe ! a thouſand times. | 
ne to 1 Mrs. Con. Worſe ! what can that be, Child 
Ng * unless it be, that he has not made Love to her ? [ Aide. 
Gene, ils Nor: Oh! Madam ! 'tis not myſelf alone, but 
2 : | your 
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Ladyſhip, and Mrs. Congueft too, that are affronted. 
9M . Ain 898983 
4 the better of both of you, I am us'd to 
his Impudence, and know how to bear it. 
amaz'd ! Pray let's hear, Child. | 
I cou'd tear his Fleſh, for having 


Mifs Nor. Or any 
Principle of the moſt provoking Vanity, nouriſh but 
the leaſt living Hope againſt your Ladyſhip's Virtue ? 

La. Gent. How, Child! 

Miſs Nor. Or any Monſter, but the moſt ungrateful, 
moſt audacious of Mankind propoſe too, that I ſhou'd 
diſcover his odious Inclinations to your Ladyſhip, before 
the very Face of one who innocently loves him ; Oh ! 
1 * paſt Patience -I think I do it bravely. Ae. 


F [Vall in Diſorder. 
I. Ces. Tam all Confuſion! 
Mrs. Con. [A fde.] If this Girl's Paſſion is not all an 


Air, and his own Contrivance, then will I be bound to 
endure the Succeſs cf it. - 

La. Gent. His Inclination ! and to me! and yet pro- 
pos d, that you ſhou'd diſcover it before Mrs. Congueft 
too! To glory in ſach Inſolence! This ſeems a Con- 
tradiction. 

Miſs Nat. Or elſe, ſaid he, twould never be believ'd; 
for having the idle Reputation of liking one, I am 
oblig'd that both ſhould know it, that ſhe I really love 
may ſee I'm wholly free from my former Paſſion. 

Mrs. Con. This Lye muſt be his own, by the Extremi- 
ty of its Impudence. [ Afede. 
La, Gent. But when he us'd my Name, Child, why 
were you not ſhock'd at firſt? Why did not you leave 
Him to tell his idle Story to the World ? 

_ Miſs Net, Oh Madam! that was what betray'd me 
into 


into my Lap 
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into hearing him: For when he firſt n, he nam'd 
no Names; that he reſerv'd till laſt, till he had told me 
all, to clinch the Secret with. 

La. Gent. But pray, Child, how did he begin it ? 
What was his Manner of firſt attempting you ? 

Mrs. Con. Her Ladyſhip grows a little inquiſitive, 
methinks. [ {fede. 

Miſs Nor. Oh ! with all the ſubtle Softneſs that ever 
humble Love inſpir'd : Then of a ſudden, rouſing 
from his Fear, he gave himſelf ſuch an animated Air 


Mrs. Con. What do you think of his Modeſty now, 
Madam ? oe 
La. Gent. I am amaz'd, indeed. 
Miſs Not. Then he turn'd to me, preſs'd me by the 
Hand, and, kneeling, begg'd myFriendſhip, and threw 
ſuch untold Heaps of Gold, forc'd upon 
my Finger too a ſparkling Diamond, I thought muſt 
beggar him to purchaſe———But when I heard him 
Cloſe his impudent Story, with offering me a Letter to 
ive your Ladyſhip, while Mrs. Congueff was by 
ſtarted up, and told aim, Yes, my Lord, I'il do your © 
Errand, but without your Letter, in another Manner 
than your infamous Principles have propos'd it ; my La- 
dy ſhall know your Paſſion, but know it as I do, to 
avoid, to loath, and ſcorn you for ſuch a villainous 
Thought. While J was ſaying this, I threw his filthy 
Gold upon the Floor, his Letter into the Fire, his Dia- 
mond out of the Window, and left him to gather em 


up, as he pleas'd, without expecting an Anſwer. 


La. Gent. Sure ! tis i ble a Man ſhou'd wear a 
Face, that cou'd ſo ſtedfaſtly belie his Heart. 

Miſs Not. So I was reſolv'd to tell your Ladyſhip — 
Befides, I thought it proper Mrs. Congueft ſhould know 
his Brutality to her too. | 

Mrs. Cen. Oh! I am mightily oblig'd to you, my 


Miſs Net. 


— ren 
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Miſs Not. [4/ide.) Hah ! how affectedly indifferent 
the vain thing is ?_ 

La. Gent. My Dear, I'm at a loſs how far to doubt, 


or to believe this Foliy of him —--Pray adviſe me. 


[To Mrs. Conqueſt. 

Mrs. Coz. If your Ladyſhip wou'd take my Opinion, 
I'd be entirely eaſy, I'd neither doubt or believe any 
thing of the Matter, till I had it confirm'd from his 
own Behaviour . 

Miſs Nor. { Afide.] I can't bear this She ſhan't be 
ſo eaſy Il tell her the whole Truth of his ad- 
drefling to me; but I'll humble her. 

La. Gent. Now, you know, he was to be here with 
other Company at Cards to- night; but if you'll do me 
the Favour to fit with me, PI] keep my Chamber, ſay 
I'm indiſpos'd, and ſee no Company at all —— What 
think you ? | 
Mrs. Coz. I think it won't be worth that Trouble, 


Enter a Serwant. 


Serv. Madam, the Company's come. 

La. Gezt. Is my Lord George there? 

Serv. Yes, Madam. 

La. Gent. What ſhall we do now? 

Mrs. Con. By all Means go and receive him among 
the reſt, as you us'd to do, and take no Notice of any 
thing I' wait upon your Ladyſhip in two Mi- 
nutes. | 


La. Gent. If you don't, I ſhall certainly betray my- 


ſelf; I'll come and fetch you. [ Exit Lady Gentle. 


Mrs. Con. As you pleaſe, Madam --——-1 have ob- 
ſery'd a thoughtful Smile upon this Girl's Face, that 
makes me fancy her Secret is but half out yet If I 
gueſs right, Pl! e'en pique her little Pride till ſhe tells 
me, for | know the Chit does not care for me. ¶ 4/ide. 

Miſs Nor. Oh! Mrs. Yary's a little upon the hum- 
drum at laſt, I ſee; I'll make her ſob before I have done 


* 
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with her Mrs. Congueſt, you ſeem a little con- 
cern'd about this Matter; now, if I were you, I'd take 
no Manner of Notice of it, he ſhou'd not have the Pride 
to think twas in his Power to give me a Moment's Un- 

Mrs. Con. My Dear, you adviſe me very well; but, 
upon my Word, I am not uneaſy. | | 
Miſs Nor. Pooh ! that's ſuch a Jeſt ! as if you did 
not love my Lord George. 

Mrs. Con. Did he ever tell you I did? 

Miſs Nor. Tell me ! — No: — But—one ſees that 
well enough. 

Mrs. Con. VWpy then, if I do love him, Child, you 
may depend upon't, it's only from the Aſſurances I have 
of his loving me only. | 

Miſs Nor. But ſince you ſee (as the World will too, 
in a little Time) how falſe theſe Aſſurances are, had 
not you better ſeem to leave him, than lie under the 
Scandal of his leaving you ? 

| Mrs. Con. No, Child; I'll full keep up my Preten- 
ſions, if it be only to hinder other vain Creatures from 
coming into Hopes of him : For I know, were 41 once 
to own myſelf diſengag'd, then every impertincnt Co- 
quet in Towu wou'd be giving Airs to him. - 

Miſs Nor. Was ever any thing ſo ftupidly vain? [ Afde.] 

! Madam, you have a mighty Opinion of your 
Perfections ſure, to think it impoſſible a Man can be 
falſe to you : Some Women wou'd ha' been a-top of the 
Houſe by this Time, if they had only heard of their 
Lover's common Civility to another You are 
ſtrangely happy ſure, when his owning a Paſſion to your 
Friend, before your Face, can't make. you unealy ; 
Heh ! heh ! 

Mrs. Cox. Methinks, Child, my Want of Jealouſy 
from what you've ſaid, gives you a little Uneafineſs — 
I ſhou'd be loth to think his idle Way of Raillery had 
taught you to think of Love fo ſoon ! 

iſs Nor. So ſoon! I ſuppoſe, Madam, if I had the 
the Forwardneſs of your Ladyſhip's Inclination, I mig ht 
: D produce 
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produce as good Proofs of his Paſſion for me, as yon 


can of his Conflancy to you. 
Mrs. Con So! ſhe's firr?d—TI muſt have the reſt on't. 
[ Ze.) His Paſſion to thee, Love! that were impoſſi- 
Hare a Paſſion for any thing fo incapable to 


concei-e it! —— Why Love's a Thing you won't be fit 


to think of theſe two Years. 

Miſs Not. Not think of it! I'd have you know, Ma- 
dam, there are Men in the World that think me as fit 
for a Lover, as your Ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Con. So ! now it's coming. [ A/ide. 

Miſs Not. And however unfit you think me, Madam, 
I'd have you, next Time any Man's ile Railicry flat- 
ters you into a Paſſion for him, don't let me know it; I 
ſay, don't let me know it, for fear my Unfitneſs ſhou'd 
deceive your Vanity, by taking him from you Not 
think of it ! I ſhall live to ſee you burſt with En- 
vy, Madam—Do you obſerve me ? Burſt ! burſt 
Not think of it! 

Mrs. Con. Nay, now I am convinc'd.. This Paſ- 
fion, I dare {wear, is real—He has certainly ſaid ſome 
civil thing, before he was aware——— But for what you 


ſaid of him juſt now, to my Lady Gentle, my pretty 


One 
Miſs Net. Pretty One! Pray, Madam 
Tho? Pm ſorry I can't ſay the ſame = your Lakhs. 

Mrs. Cer. 1 ſay, all your late ſobbing, and pretend- 
ing to throw Gold about the Room, and Diamonds out 
of the Window, and all that Stuf, my Honey, I am 
now confirm'd was all, from firſt to laſt, the pretty Fic- 
tion of thy own little Pride and Jealouſy, only to have 
Eaſe of giving me Pain, from his ſuppos'd forſaking 
me. 

Miſs Not. Ha, ha, ha! I am glad to ſee your Va- 

n'ty ſo ſwell'd, Madam; but fince I find 'tis your Diſ- 


eaſe, I'll be your F iend for once, and work your Cure 


by burſting it. Know then, you have gueis'd a Truth 
that has undone you: The Part I've acted of his pre- 


tended Paſſion to another, Was, as you ſaid indeed, a a 


Fiction 
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Fiction all, and only play'd to give my Pride the Diver- 


ſion of his owning to your Face, how little he regards 
you. But know the fatal Face to which you owe your 
Ruin, was not my Lady Gent/:'s (that was my own In- 
vention) but mine; net her, nor you, but me, and me 
alone he loves --—-. Theſe poor unkt Features have ſe- 
duc'd him from you And now let all the Worid 
(that fees how barbarouſly your Vanity, or mine, has 
miſtaken idle Raillery for Love) judge who's moſt fit to 
think of it. 1 

Mrs. Cn. Now the Myſtery's unfolded Oh! 


this ſubtle Devil! how artfully has he fool'd this for- 


ward Girl to his Aſſiitance— Well ! there's ſomething 
in the barefac' d Exceſs of his Aſſurance that makes me 
ſmile : l'm loth to ſay he's impudent, but he bas an un- 
daunted Modeſty that's certain, and for that very one 
Quality *twill be worth my while not to truſt him even 
with my Lady Gene Oh Sir. 


Enter Sir Friendly Moral. 


Sir Fr. So Child, how ſtand Affairs now? any freih 
Diſcovery ? 5 

Mrs. Con. Only a trifling Confirmation or two, Sir, 
of what we ſuſpected before Therefore what 
we do mutt be done quickly Have you conſider'd 
what | propos'd, Sir? 

Sir Fr. In troth tis a wild Thought, but you have a 
wild Spark to deal with, and for aught I know, his 
own Snakes may be likelieſt to hold him. Only take 
this general Caution with you, that the Warmth of 
your Underſtanding don't carry you into any Action, 
that the Diſcretion of your Sex can't anſwer. 

Mrs. Con. Fear not, Sir, I know my Man, and know 


myſolt. 


Sir Fr. Then here's your Letter writ, and ſeal'd as 
you directed. : EY 
Mrs. Cor. And here comes my Lady; *twill be now 
a fir Occaſion to make uſe of it. 
Sir Fr. T'll leave you then. 
D 3 - Mrs, Con, 
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Mre. Cen. When I have done with her, Sir, I wou 
conſult you farther. | 
Sir Fr. I'll expect you in my Chamber. 
[Exit Sir Friendly. 


Enter Lady Gentle. 


La. Gent. Oh Child, I'm glad I have found you. 
Mrs. Con. What's the Matter, Madam ? 
F I think I was never more provok'd in my 
Mrs. Con. Any thing from my Lord George ? 
La. Gent. Ves ſomething that makes me ſhud- 
der at the 'Thought. 
Mrs. Con. Bleſs me! | 
La. Gent. Something ſo groſly inſolent in the over- 
reſpectfulneſs of his Behaviour, ſuch an affeted Awe 
when he but ſpeaks to me, ſomething that ſhews within 
his Heart fo vain, fo t an Hope ! it more 
vokes me than all the aukward Follies of a barefac'd 
Impudence : And fince I find he ſecretly preſumes up- 
on my knowing his odious Secret, *twill be therefore 
but equal Juſtice to myſelf and you, to cruſh his idle 
| Hopes at once: For not to check, is to encourage em: 
And when once a Woman's known to be follow'd, let 
her Virtue be never ſo fam'd, or —_— 
natur d Town always concludes the Lover fi ul. 
Mrs. Con. You did not ſeem to underſtand his Beha- 
viour. 
La. Gent. I can't tell whether he underſtood me, or 
no; but I cou'd not help ſaying in a very grave Man- 
ner, that whatever Strait I put myſelf to, his thouſand 
Pounds ſhou'd certainly be paid him next Week. 
Mrs. Con. And how did he take it? 
La. Gent. Oh! he is not to be put out of Counte- 
nance, that I ſee, for he preſs'd me with a World of 
eaſy Civility, not to give myſelf the leaſt Concern ; for 
if I pleas'd, he wou'd immediately give me a very fair 
Chance to pay him, without ever drawing a Line for it. 
Mrs. Con. A fair Chance! What was it ? 


La. Gent. 


nud- 
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or it. 
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La. Gent. Why he offer d me indeed at Picquet ſuch 
Odds, as I am ſure he is not able to give me; for Count 
Tailly, who ſtood by, thought it ſo conſiderable an Ad- 
vantage, that he bepgg'd he might go my Halves, or 
what Part of the Money I pleas'd. 

Mrs. Cen. Well ſaid, Count This may come to 
ſomething She muſt play with him for poſitive- 


ly there's no other Way of ſeeing a quick End of his 


Hopes, or my own. 

La. Gent. The Extravagance of his Offer I confeſs 
ſurpriz d me; fo I only told him, I'd conſider on't, and 
came to you for Advice. | 

Mrs. Con. Then certainly, Madam, take him at his 


Word; and fince you know his diſhoneſt End, in offer- 


ing ſuch an Advantage, e'en make uſe on't, and let his 
= Baſeneſs puniſh itſelf. 
a. Gent, As how? 
Mrs. Cen. Look you, the beſt Way to diſappoint his 
Hopes, is firſt to raiſe *em Go to him this Mi- 
nute Call for Cards and put on all the Co- 


quet Airs imaginable : Smile at his Reſpect, and glance 


him out of his affected Modeſty. By this Means you 
will certainly encourage his Vanity, not only to the 
Gallantry of letting you win your Money again, but 
more than probably, of loſing his own to you. 

La. Gent. I vow you tempt me ſtrangely I boggle 
at nothing, but thoſe Airs you ſpeak of, I ſhall do it ſo 


aukwardly 


Mrs. Con. Pooh ! I warrant you, truſt to Nature; 
K's nothing, one cannot ſet one's Hair in a Glaſs with- 
out em If it were nota ſure Card, you can't think 
I'd adviſe you to play it, for my own Sake. 

La. Gent. That, indeed, leaves me nothing to ſay — 
Well, upon your Encouragement, I will venture, and 
the very Moment I get home the Sum I am out to him, 


Pl throw up my Cards, and fairly tell him, I know 


when tis Time to give over. 
Mrs. Cox. Admirable ! | 


La. Gene, Nay, and becauſe I don't think I owe him. 
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the Regard of declaring it myſelf, I'll go down into 


S-fjex to-morrow Morning, and leave you, if you think 
fit, to tell him the Occaſion. 

Mrs. Con. No, Madam, to let your Ladyſhip ſee I 
think every thing is entirely ſafe under your Diſcretion, 
as my own, I am reſoly'd to go out of Town this Mo- 
ment. | 
La. Gent. What do you mean ? | | 

Mrs. Cen. I have received a Letter here from my 
Brother Sir Fohn, my Twin-Brother, Madam, whom 
J have not ſeen theſe nine Years; he arrived but laſt 
Night from /:aly, to take Poſſeſſion of his Eſtate; he's 
now at his Houſe in Ex, and a little indiſpos d after 
his Voyage, he has ſent his Coach, and begs, if poſſi- 
ble, I would be with him to-night. 

La. Gent. To-night ! impoſiible ! Go as early ia the 
Morning, Child, as you pleaſe. | 

Mrs. Con. No, dear Madam, pardon me, the 


* 


Moon ſhines, and I had rather defer my Sleep, than 


break it. 
La. Gent. Well, my Dear, ſince you won't be per- 
ſuaded, 1 wiſh you a good Journey —— I ſhall fee 
you before you po. | 
Mrs. Con. I have juſt a Moment's Buſineſs with Sir 
Friendly, and then I'Il wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
| [Exit Lady Gentle, 
Well, there ſhe goes — How ſhe will come off I can't 
tell. The good Woman, I dare ſwear, is truly inro- 
cent in her Intentions, but good Looking after, I faucy, 
can do her no Injury: For Virtue, tho ſtis's of a no- 
ble Spirit, and a great Conqueror, tis true ; yet, as 
ſhe's ſtout, alas! we know ſhe's mercicul, and when 
fly Humility and Nature kneel hopeleſs to her unqueſti- 
oned Power, they look fo pitiful, ſpeak in ſuch a gentle 
Tone, and figh their Griefs with ſuch Submiſſion, that 
cruel V irtue loſes all its Anger ſor Compaſtion ——— 
Compaſſion kindles Hope, Hope arms Aſſurance, and 
then tho? Virtue may have Courage enough to 
give a ſtout Knock with her Heel, he body to come 
in 
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in ſtill, I ſay, if ſomebody ſhou'd come in 
*rwou'd be ungrateful in any Woman alive not to allow, 
that good Attendance ſometimes may do her Vittue 
conſiderable Service. [ Exit, 


Des Ja aa Ma ae 


ACT . 


The SCENE continues. 
Enter Lord George, and Miſs Notable. 


Miſs Noz. QO when I found that wou'd not take 
down her Vanity, I e'en told her the 

whole Truth of the Matter, that it was not my Lady 
Gentlr, but her humble Servant was ber Rival. | 

Ld. Gzo. Well ſaid ! What did Nirs. Cong? ſay wn 
on that ? 
Mis Nez, She did not ſay much, but the poor Scul's 
gone out of Town upon't. 

Ld. Geo. Out of Town at this Time of Night ! 
What do you mean? , | | 

Miſs Nor. Juſt as I ſay, Sir — Her Brother, it ſeems, 
is come from Travel, ſo the Fulneſs of her Stomach 
laid hold on that Occaſion, and ſhe pretends ſnhe's gore 
to meet him Now what J expect from you is this; 
fince I ſec nothing but Demonſtration will heartily hum- 
ble her Ladyſhip, you ſhall confeſs all] told her of your 
addreſſing to me, under your own Hand, in a Billet 
to me, which Vil incloſe in a ſtinging Letter from my- 
ſelf to her, and ſend it immediately. 

Ld. Geo. So, fo, I am like to be drawn into a fine 
Bufineſs here: The Jeſt muſt not go ſo far neither: 
The Child has a ſtrange Vivacity in her Good-nature— 


[L/ide. 

Miſs Not. You pauſe upon't — 
Ld. Geo. Well, Madam, to let you ſee I ſcorn to 
profeis more chan I'll _ to, do you draw up the Let- 
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ter to your Mind, VII copy it, and—and—and—and 


t the Change upon you. [ Afede. 
21 11 Nor. Ay, now you ſay ſomething ; I'll about it 
immediately. | 

Ld. Gee. Do fo, I'll ſtay here till you have done it. 

[Exit Mi/s Notable. 
Who ſays I am not a provident Lover ? For now by that 
Time my Harveſt of Lady Gentle is over, the early 
Inclination I have ſown in this Girl will be juſt ripe and 
ready for the Sickle A true Woman's Man ſhould 
breed his Miſtreſſes, as an old What-d'ye-call-um does 
young Girls in a Play-houſe, one under another, that 
. have always ſomething fit for the Deſire of ſe- 
veral Perſons of Quality — But here comes my Lady 
Gentle Aſſurance, ſtand faft, and don't let the 
inſolent Awe of a fine Woman's Virtue look thee out 


of Countenance. 


Enter Lady Gentle. 


La. Gent. Come, come, my Lord, where do you 
run ? the Cards wait for you. . ” 
Id. Geo. I did not know your Ladyſhip had reſalv'd 
to do me the Honour of accepting the Match I propos'd 

on. | | 
r La. Gent. Oh your Servant, grave Sir — you have 
a mind to be off ont. I ſuppoſe——— but as mere a 
Country Girl as you think me, you'll find J am enough 
in the Mode not to refuſe a good Offer, whether I de- 
ſerve it or no. 

Ld. Geo. Coquet, by all that's lovely. [4fde.]—I 
muſt confeſs, Madam, I ſhould be glad to ſee your La- 
auf a little better reconcil'd to the Diverſions in Fa- 

ion. 

La. Gent. And if I have any Skill in Faces, what - 
ever ſolemn Airs you give yourſelf, nobody is more a 
private Friend to 'em than your Lordſhip. 

Ld. Geo. I can't diſown a ſecret Tenderneſs for every 
thing that ought to move the Heart, but Reputation 
' hou'd be always ſacred: And he that does _—_ 
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ſome care of his own, can never hope to be much truſt- 


ed with other People's: For were a Woman of Con- 
dition generouſly to make that Truſt, what Conſequence 
upon Earth cou'd be more terrible to her, than the Fol- 
ly or Baſeneſs of her Lover's expoſing the Secret? 

La. Gent. Very modiſh Morals, upon my Word; fo 
that a prudent Regard to her Reputation is all the Vir- 
tue you think a Woman has Occaſion for — Fie, fie, 
PI ſwear, my Lord, I took you for quite another Man. 

ILA. Ges. I never was deceiv'd in your Ladyſhip, for 
I always took you for a Woman of the firſt Underſtand- 


Le. Gent, Are not you a wicked Creature? How can 


vou have the Aſſurance to think any Woman that knows 


you, will becommonly civil to you ? 
Ld. Geo. I do think the moſt impudent thing a Man 
can offer to a Woman, is to aſk the leaſt Favour of her 
before he has done ſomething to deſerve it; and fo, if 
you pleaſe, Madam, we'll e'en fit down to Picquet, and 
make an End of our Argument afterwards. 
La. Gent. [ Afide.] How blind is Vanity? that this 


Wretch can't ſee I fool him all this while? — Well, 


my Lord, for once I won't baulk your Gallantry. 
Eater Sir Friendly. : 


Come, Sir Friendly, my Lord and I are going to Piequet; 
have youa mind to look on a little ? | 

Sir Fr. Troth, Madam, I have often look'd on, and- 
have as often wondered, to ſee two very good Friends 
fit fairly down, and in cool Blood, agree to wiſh one 
another heartily inconvenienc'd in their Fortune. 

Ld. Geo. Oh fie! Nuacle, that's driving the Conſe. 
quence too far. 5 
Sir Fr. Not a Jot — And 'tis amazing, that ſo ma- 
ny good Families ſhou'd daily encourage a Diverſion, 
whoſe utmoſt Pleaſure is founded upon Avarice and 111- 
nature ; for thoſe are always the fecret Principles of 
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W Miſi Notable, and winks at Lord Gcorge. 
Ld. Geo. Til wait upon your Ladyſhip in a Moment. 


| [ Ex, 

La. Gent, I don't krow, Play is a Diverſion that al- 
Ways keeps the Spirits awake, methinks, whether one 
wins or loſes, _ 5 
Sir Fr. I have very litile to ſay againt a moderate 
Uſe of it — but we grow ferious—— Pray, Madam, 
is my Lady N ronglewe in the next Room? 

La Gent. I left her there, ſhe was enquiring for you 
=— Here ſhe is. 


Enter Lady Wronglove. 


Well, Madam ! What are they doing within ? 

La. Zong. There's like to be no Bank, I find, they 
are all broke into Ombre and Picquet. 

La. Gent. Your Ladyſhip is not for Play then? 

La. Vreng. Not yet, Madam; I have a Word or 
two with Sir Friendly, and 111 endeavour to wait on 
your Ladyſhip. 


Enter 4 Serwent. 


Serv. Madam, here's Sir John Congueft juſt come to 
Town, he enquires for your Ladyſhip, or Sir Friendly 
Moral. 

La. Gent. Sir Jobn ! What a Miſtake has poor Mrs. 
Congue/t made now? She went but an Hour ago to 
meet him. 

Sir Fr. Will your Ladyſhip give me Leave to wait on 


* him? 


La. Genr. If you pleaſe to give yourſelf that Trou- 
ble, Sir Friezdly. Pray defire him to walk in. 
[Exit Sir Friendly. 
Is my Lord Vronglove come, Madam? 
La. Freng. He ſaid he would be here; but you muſt 
not expect him the more for that. 
La. Gent, 
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La. Gent. He does not much ſtand upon Forms, in- 
on ; but he's extremely yood-humour'd when one has 

im. 

La. Wrong. How can People taſte Good-humour, 
where there's no Principle ? 

La. Gent. And what dull Company would the ſtrict- 
eſt Principle be without Good-humour ? 

La. Wrong. And yet the beſt Temper's but a Cheat 
without *em. 

La Gent. He muſt be a Man indeed that lives with- 
out a Fault; but there are ſome, that 'tis always a Wo- 
man's Intereſt to overlook in a Huſband : Our Frowns 
** Lovers, but Huſbands muſt be ſinil'd on. 

. ”rong. I ſhou'd deſpiſe the Man that muſt be 
flatter'd to be juſt. 

La. Gent. Alas! the Price is very little, and let me 
— * Madam, the Man that's juſt, is not to be de- 
pis'd. 8 335 
La. Wrong. He that lives in a profeſs'd Contempt of 
Obligations, can never be beloy'd —*tis better to re- 


leaſe em; you'll ſhortly ſee me eaſy. 


La. Gent. I ſhall ever wiſh you ſo. 


Enter Sir Friendly, with Mrs. Congueſt, in Man's 
Habit. 


Sir Fr. This, Sir, is my Lady Gentle. [They ſalute. 
La. Gent. You are welcome into England, Sir. 


Enter Lord George, who ſeeing Mr;. Conqueſt, a hi her 
Sir Friendly, | 


Mrs. Con. I hope your Ladyſhip will excufe my un- 
ſeaſonable Viſit, but I rather choſe to be troubleſome, 
than flow in the Acknowledgments 1 owe your Lady- | 
ſhip for the many Favours to my Siſter. | 

La. Gent. Mrs. Conqueft and her Friends are always 
welcome to me My Lady Hr:517lowe, pray, know | 
Sir John . | 4 

| Su Fr, | 
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Sir Fr. My Lord George, and Sir Job, will you give 
me Leave to recommend a Friendſhip between you 

LA. Geo. Sir, I ſhall be proud to embrace it. 

Mrs. Con. Twill be a Charity in a Man of your Lord- 
ſhip's Figure to give a raw young Fellow a little Coua- 
tenance at his firſt Arrival. 

Lud. Ges. Your Appearance, Sir, I am confident, ill 
never want a Friendſhip among the Men of Taſte, or 


the Ladies. 


Sir Fr. This young Lady, Sir John, is a near Rela- 
tion of mine ; and if you have not left your Heart 
abroad, will endanger it here as far as e er a Southern 
Beauty of em all. | 

Mrs. Cen. If the Lady's Good-nature were equal to 
her Beauty, *twou'd be diſpos'd of this Minute. 

F.d. Ges. Faith he's a pretty Fellow. 

Miſs Net. A ſweet Creature! LAlde. 

La. Vrong. He's extremely like his Siſter. 

La. ent. The very Image of her! 

Mrs. Con. We were both made at the ſame Time; 
Ladies: I only with ſhe had been born to Breeches too: 
For I fancy that wild Humour of her's is diſmally put 
to't under the Confinement of Petticoats. 

[249 Wrongiove goes to Sir Friendly. 

La. Gent. I find, Sir John, you are Twins in your 
Good-humour, as well as your Perſons. | 

Mrs. Con. We always took a Liberty with one ano- 
ther, Madam, tho' I believe the Girl may be honeſt at 

the Bottom. 5 
Id. Geo. Methinks you loſe Time with the young 
Lady, Sir Jobn. [Alide. 

Mrs. Con. To tell you the Truth, my Lord, I find 
myſelf a little too ſharp ſet for a formal Gallantry; I 
have had a tedious Voyage, and would be glad of a 
mall Recommendation to any humble extempore Fa- 
vour. : | 

Ld. Geo. Faith I'm a little out of — Gentlewomen 
myſelf at preſent ; But if your Occaſions are not very 
preſſing, Fil put you out of a deſpairing — 
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Pl carry you behind the Scenes, and there are Ladies of 
all Sorts, Coquets, Prudes, and Virgins (they ſay) ſe- 
rious and comical, vocal —— and inftrumental. 

Mrs. Con. We ſhall find a Time, my Lord. 

Miſs Vor. I muſt have a Friendſhip with him, that's 
Poſs. Let me ſee — ay, that will do it What a 
dear Pleaſure it is, be in what Company one-will, to have 
all the young Fellows particular? Amar. 

Mrs. Con. [To La. Gent.] I am afraid, Madam, we 
interrupt the Diverſion of the good Company ; I heard 
Cards call'd for as we came in. | 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe then, Sir John, we'll ſtep 
into the next Room-—my Lady Wrenglove, we'll ex- 
pe you. [Exeunt all but Lady Wronglove and Sir Fr. 

La. Wrong. I'll wait upon — LE. 

Sir Fr. I am ſorry, Madam, to find the Miſunder- 
ſtanding carried to ſuch Extremities. | 

La. Wrong. After ſuch Uſage, tis impoſlible to live 
with 1 1 1 

Sir Fr. e you in your Thoughts e er 
weigh'd the miſerable Conſequence of parting ? 

La. Wrong. Twill ſhew the World, at leaſt, I am 
not like the World ; but ſcorn on any Terms to endure 
the Man that wrongs me. Since too he ſtill perſiſts in 
his Defiance of my Reſentment, what Remedy on Earth 
have I but parting ? = 

Sir Fr. Is there no Cure for Wounds but bleeding 
dead ? You'll ſay he has wrong d you. — Grant 
it — that Wrong has been — 9 in your 
ſevere Reſentment. 

La. Vrong. But ſtill it has not cur'd the Wrong. 

Sir Fr. Then certainly *twas wrong to ule it. | 

La. Vrong. Pre been reduc'd to uſe it: Nor cou'd T 
bear the looſe, malicious Fleerings of the World with- 
out a juſt Reſentment upon him. 

Sir Fr. Nor wou'd I have you bear it — no; — 
but diſappoint their empty faſhionable Malice, cloſe up 
this unprofitable Breach, *tis ſtill within your Power; 
and fix him yet more firmly yours. : 

La. Vreng. Alas, tis now too late! We have agreed 

On 


: 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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on other Terms: He too, at laſt, is willing we ſhou'd 


7280 Fr. Bury that Thought: Come, come, there's 
yet a gentler Cure, cou'd you ſuppreſs your Temper to 
go through it: This raſh and fruitleſs ſtruggling with a 
broken Limb gives you but more outrageous Pain, in- 
flames the Wound, and brings your very Life of Peace 
in Danger: Think what a glorious Conqueſt it wou'd 
be, even in the Face of the cenſorious and inſulting 


World, to tame this Wanderer, whoſe frail Inconſtan- 


cy has ſought a vain and falſe Belief abroad : To lure 


him home with ſoft Affection, to lull him into Bluſhes, 
Peace, and envied Happineſs : One Word, one tender 


Look ſecures your Triumph : Is there no Virtue, think 
you, in Remiſſion? Nothing perſuaſive in the Reproach 
of patient Love ? 

La. I rong. I ſee to what your Friendſhip wou'd per- 
ſuade me; but were it poſũble my ſlatter d Hopes cou'd 


loſe the Memory of my Wrongs for ever Say 1 


cou'd this Moment huſh my Woman's Pride to all the 


Tenderneſs of ſoft Affection, could ſigh, could weep, 


and yearn for Reconcilement ! Where could a Wretch, 
unheeded in her Wrongs like me, find ſhelter ? Where 
is the friendly Boſom wou'd receive me ? How can I 


hope for Comfort from that Breaſt, that now I fear is 


hardened to my Undoing ? 

Sir Fr. Cheriſh that ſoſt'ning Thought, and all may 
yet be well. Oh! there's a meritable Goodneſs in 
thoſe Fears that cannot fail to conquer. Do not ſup- 
poſe, I can be partial to his Errors, and not a Friend to 


your Complaints. Reſentment can but at beſt revenge, 


ut never redreſs *em. Repoſe em with a Friend 
for once, and be aſſur d, as of my Honeſty, I'll make 
you no diſhonourable Peace. | 
La. /YVreng. I don't doubt of your ſincere Endeavours. 


But who can anſwer for another's Morais ? Think how 
much more miſerable you make me, ſhou'd he inſult up- 


on my Patience. 
Sir Fr. By that Sinceri:y you truſt in, I know him of 


_ ſofter Nature, friendly, generous, and tender; only 
MENTS — 


him of 
10 
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to Oppoſition, obſtinately cool; to gentleneſs, ſubmiſ- 


five as a Lover. 
La. Jeng. Do what you will with me. 


[ 7s dbaun guteping. 
Sir Fr. He comes! be comforted! Depend upon my 
Friendſhip. | 


Enter Lord Wronglove. 


My Lord, I prieve to ſee you here on this Occaſion. 
Ld. Wreng. I'm not myſelf tranſported” at it, Sir 
Friendly —— | come——tobey my Summons. - 
Sir Fr. How eaſily we pay Obedience to our Wiſhes ! 
Was it well done, my Lord, to work the Weakneſs of 
a Woman to aſk for what you knew was her Undoing ? 
A Mind, which your Unkindneſs had diſtemper'd, de- 
ſerv'd a tenderer Care, than reaching it a Corroſive for 
a Cordial. Your Judgment cou'd nor but ſoreſce, the 
Reſolution of a Love- ſick Wife muſt ſtagger in the 
Shock of Separation. 
Ld VFrong. Ha! [ Lady Wronglove aveeping. 
Sir Fr. Look there; and while theſe ſoft'ning Tears 
ns gon. think on the long-watch'd, reſtleſs Hours, 
ſhe already has endur'd ſrom your Miidoing. Nor cou'd 
you blame her, if in the torturing Pain ſhe thought her 
only Help was cutting off the infected Limb: But you! 


| 8 to hold the horrid Knife prepar'd, while your hard 


eart was conſcious of a gentler Cure, was Cruelty be- 
yond a humane Nature. 3 

Ld. Wrong. Miſtake me not: I need not theſe Re- 
proaches, to be juſt. I never ſought this Separation, 
never wiſh'd it; and when it can be prov'd unkind in 
me to accept it, my Ruin ſhou'd as ſoon be u (come. 
And tho' perhaps my Negligence of Temper may have 
ſtood the Frowns of Love unmov'd, ver I can find no 


Guard within, that can ſupport me ayainil its Tears. 


[ Goes te Lady Wronglove. 
Sir Fr. Now, my Lord, you are indeed a Man. 
Ld. Vrong. Welcome or not, I muſt not fee you 


thus, | 
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thus, Madam, without an offer'd Hand to raiſe you. 
What is't diſturbs you ? | 

La. Vrong. Nothing. 

Ld. Wrong. If I can never more deſerve that ſoft 
Reception of a Lover, give me at leaſt the honeſt Free- 
dom of a Friend's Concern, to wiſh you well, to ſearch 
your inmoſt Griefs and ſhare *em. 

La. Wrong. I cannot ſpeak to you. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, that tender Silence tells you all. 

Ld. Vrong. Too much indeed for Senſe of Shame 
to bear. Now, I ſhou'd bluſh ever to have deſerv'd 
theſe juſt reproachful Tears ; but when I think they 


ſpring from the diſſolving Rock of ſecret Love, I tri- 


umph in the Thought ; and in this wild Irruption of 
323 parching Heart cou d drink the cordial 


La. Wrong. What means this ſoft Effuſion in my 
| Breaſt ! an aching Tenderneſs ne er felt before 
Ld. Wrong. I cannot bear that melting Eloquence of 


Eyes. Yet nearer, Cloſer to my Heart, and live for 


ever there Thus blending our diſſolving Souls in 
dumb unutterable Softneſs. | h 
X Sir Fr. Age has not yet ſo drain d me, but when I 
fee a Tenderneſs in Virtue's Eye, my Heart will ſoften, 
and it's Springs will flow. 

La. Vrong Pity this new Confuſion of my Woman's 
Heart, that wou'd (but knows not how to) make Re- 
turns for this Endearment ; that fears, yet wiſhes, that. 
burns and bluſhes, with my Sex's Shame in yielding — 
Can you forgive, my. Lord, the late uncurb'd Expreſ- 
fions of a diſorder d Mind? — But think they were 
my Paſſion's Fault, and pardon em. 

Id. Vrong. O never! never let us think we diſ- 


agreed! fince our ſick Love is heal'd, for ever be its 


Cauſe forgotten, and remov'd. 

La. Wrong. But let the kind Phyfician that reſtor'd us, 
be for ever in our Thanks remember d. Had not his 
tender Care obſerv'd the Crifis of my diſtemper'd Mind, 
how raſhly had I languiſh'd out a wretched Being ? 
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Ld. Wrong. This was indeed beyond a Friend a 
Father's Care. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, when I have done, your mutual 
Peace has over-paid : I knew you both had Virtue, and 
was too far concern'd indeed to ſee em loſt in Paſſion. 

Ld. Wrong. If Heaven wou'd mark our Bounds of 
— — below, or human Wiſdem were allow'd to 
chuſe from Virtue's largeſt Store; in Joys, like ours, the 
needleſs Search wou'd end. 

Sir Fr. In ſuch ſoft Wives. | 

La. Wrong. —— So kind a Huſband. 

Ld. Wrong. ——Such a Friend. 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt, and Mi/s Notable. | 


Mrs. Con. Pm all Amazement, all Rapture, Madam! 
Ie't poſſible fo fair, and young a Creature, can have ſo 
juſt, ſo exquiſite a Senſe of Love. 

Miſs Not. Why not? If Thave any Senſe, tis natu- 
ral to have our firſt Views of Happineſs from Love. 

Mrs. Con. My little Soul, you charm me ? You have 
a Mind to pique Lord George, you ſay. 

Miſs Nor. To a Rapidity ! —Yet, methinks, not ſo 
much upon my own Account as yours; for his diſho. 
nourable Uſage, as1 told you, of your Siſter. And to 
convince you of my Friendſhip— there's his own Hand 
to accuſe him of it: Read it—Hold ! hold! 
here's my Uncle—put it up. 

Mrs. Con. Can't I ſteal into your Room by and by? 
Miſs Nor. With all my Heart Then Pl! tell yon 
more. [Exit Mi/s Notable. 


Enter Sir Friendly. 


Sir Fr. So, Child ! you are making Way, I fee? 
What have you gotin your Hand there ? 

Mrs. Con. Why, young Madam tells me *tis ſome- 
thing under my Lord George's Hand, that will convince 
me of his abuſing my Siſter —— me. 

Sir Fr. Pray read it. . 
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Mrs. Con. [ Reads.) To Mrs. Conqueſt. 


If you defign to make any Stay in the Country, "twill 
be obliging to return the Lampoen you ſtole from me, 
#t being the only Copy from the Face of this Globe to 
the Sky, that is to be had for Malice or Money, I 
am, dear adam, with all due Extremity, moſt 
invincibly yours, BRILLIANT. 


A very tender Epiſlle truly. 

Sir Fr, *Tis like the reſt of him. 

Mrs. Con. I'm glad to find, however, he has Good- 
humour enough not to let the little Malice of that Chit 
fool him, to affront me; which I find ſhe has been 
heartily driving at. 


Sir Fr. In troth, it ſhews ſome Senſe of Honour in 


him. | 


Mrs. Cen. Depend vpon't, Sir, he does not want it 


vpun an honourable Occaſion. 

Sir Fr. And 'twou'd be hard indeed, not to make ſume 
Allowances for Youth, 

, Mrs. Con. Bot if I am not even with her young La- 

ſhip —- . 

; Sir Fr. I'm glad you have fo innocent a Revenge in 
pou Hands; purſue your Addreſſes to her: To make 

er Coquetry a little ridiculous, will do her no Harm, 
Well! how go Affairs within? How is my Lady Gen- 
ile like to come off with his Lordſhip at Play? 

Mrs. Con. Juit as I expected: I left her in the laſt 
Game of lofing about double the Sum ſhe owes him. 
That Fellow, the Count, is ce: ainly his Confederate ! 
his going her Halves, is only a Pretence to look on, 
and io, by private Signs, to tell my Lord every Card in 
her Hand. | = | 

Sir Fr. Not unlikely : What's to be done nex: ? 

Mrs. Con. Only, Sir, do you engage the Company 
in the next Room, while I take my Poſt. Hark ! they 
have done Play ——1 heard tne Table move: Away. 

Sir Fr, Succeſs to you. [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


The 


Jo 
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The SCENE epening, diſcovers Lord 


George and Lady Gentle riſing from Play. 


Ld. Geo. Have we done, Madam? 

La. Gent. I have, my Lord, and I think for ever 
pleaſe to tell that. Intolerable Fortune ! 

[T brows down Money, 

Ld. Gro. The Count gone! 

La. Gent. Oh yes, my Lord! he had not Patience, 
you ſee—He ran away when the Game was ſcarce up. 

Id. Geo. This Bill is his then. 

La, Gent. It was; but it's yours now, I ſuppoſe. 

Ld. Geo. Here's forty Pounds, Madam. 

La. Gent. There's a hundred and fixty. [Gives a Bill.] 
What do I owe you now, my Lord? 

Ld. Geo. Forty! — a hundred and fixty ! — um 
uſt one thouſand Pounds, Madam. 5 

La. Gent. Very well! and a thouſand Pounds 
more borrow'd this Morning! and all fool'd away ! — 
fool'd ! — fooPd away! [ Fretting. 

Ld. Geo. Oh! does it bite? [ Ade. 

La. Gent. Oh Wretch ! Wretch ! miſerable forſaken 
Wretch!—Ay ! do! think! think! and figh upon the 


Conſequence of what thou'ſt done! the Ruin! Ruin! 


the ſure Ruin that's before thee 
Ld. Gee. Suppoſe, Madam, you try your Fortune at 
ſome other Game. 5 


La. Gert, Talk not of Play — for I have done with it 


| for ever. N 


1.4. Gee. I can't ſee you under this Confuſion at your 


IIl-fortune, Madam, without offering all within my 


Power to make you eaſy. 

La. Gent. My Lord, I can't be eaſy under an Obli- 
gaticn, which J have no Proſpect of returning. 

Ld. Cco. Come, come! you're not ſo poor, as your 
hard Fears wou'd make you. There are a thoutand 
Trifles in your Power to grant, that you wou'd never 


mils; yet a Heart leſs ſenſible of your Concern than 


Mine, 
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mine, wou'd pri d a ten- fold Value of your 
prize beyond | J 


La. Gent. I'm in every thing but Folly, and a 
juſt Will to aber foe its Mikarriages. On this, my 
— * you may depend : Pl] ſtrain my utmoſt to be 
juſt to you. 

Ld. Geo. Alas! you do not know the Plenty Nature 
has endow'd you with. 'There's not a tender Sigh that 
heaves that lovely Boſom, but might, if given in ſoft 
Compaſſion to a Lover's Pain, releaſe you of the Indies, 
had you loſt em. Can you ſuppoſe, that ſordid Avarice 
alone, has puſh'd my Fortune to this Height? Was the 
poor Lucre of a little Pelf, worth all this wild Extrava- 

of Hazard I have run ? Give me at leaſt a 

1ew more generous, tho” leſs ſucceſsful; and think, 

that all I've done was, in your greateſt Need, to prove 
myſelf your firmeſt Friend. 

La. Gent. My Lord, *twou'd now be Affectation not 
to underſland you. But I'm concern'd, that you ſhou'd 

think, that Fortune ever cou'd reduce me to ſtand the 
_— of a diſhonourable Thought from any Man ; 
or, if I cou'd be won to Folly, at leaft I wou'd make a 


Gift, and not a Bargain of my Heart: Therefore if the 


worſt muſt be, I'll own the Sum, and Sir William ſhall 
pay it on Demand. 

Ld. Geo. [Afide.] Shall he ? I know what will be- 
come of your Ladyſhip — You: may flounce, and run 
away with my Line, if you pleaſe ; but you will find at 
the End of it a lovely bearded Hook, that will ſtrange- 
ly perſuade you to come back again A Debt of 
two thouſand Pounds is not fo eaſily ſlipt out of. 

La. Gent. Now, my Lord, if, after all I've ſaid, you 
have Honour enough to do a handſome thing, and not 
let him know of it. "i 

Ld. Geo. Oh ! do you feel it, Madam ? [Hades 

La. Gent. Tis but being a better Houſewife in Pins; 
and if a hundred Pounds a Quarter of that will ſatisfy 
| You, till the whole's paid, you may depend upon't : 

A little more. Prudence, and a Winter or two in the 
Country, will ſoon recover it. = 

. Geo. 
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Ld. Geo. Preſs me not with ſo unkind a Thought. 
To drive you from the Town, ere you have ſcarce run 
— half the Diverſions of it, wou'd be barbarous 
indeed. | 

La. Gent. Wou'd I had never ſeen it ! 

Ld. Geo. Since I ſee, Madam, how much you dread 
an Obligation to me, ſay, I cou'd find the Means to 
free you of this Debt, without my obliging you ; nay, 
without a Poſlibility of your loſing more: I wou'd even 


unthank'd relieve you. 


La. Gent. That's a Propoſal T can't comprehend, my 


Lord. 


Ld. Geo. I'll make it more engaging yet: For give 
but a Promiſe you'll weigh the Offer in one Moment's 


| Thought before you anſwer to it ; and in return, by all 


my Heart's laſt bleeding Hopes, [ ſwear, that. even 
your Refuſal then ſhall my offenſive Love, and 
ſeal its Lips for ever. 
INS. 2 my Lord, on that Condition, I 
| you. | | 3 
. Geo. Thus then I offer—T! tailly to you on one 
fingle Card ; which if your Fortune wins, the Sums you 
owe me then ſhall all be quit, and my offenſive Hopes 
of Love be dumb for ever: If I win, thoſe Sums ſhall 
ſtill be paid you back, with this Reſerve, that I have 
then your filent Leave to hope. ö 
La. Gent. My Lord — 2 
Ld. Geo. I beg you do not anſwer yet Conſider, 
firſt, this Offer 2 out my very humbleſt Hope from 
Merit, is certain to recover all you ve loſt, with equal 
Chance, to rid you of (I fear) a hateful Lover; and 
but at worſt, makes it your avoidleſs Fortune to endure 


him. 


La. Gent. A bold and artful Bait indeed! I Aldi. 

Ld. Geo. I've done; and leave you to the Moment's 
Pauſe you promis'd. 

La. Gent. [Afide.) A Coney to quit the Sums 1 
owe! A Chance with it, to rid me of his aſſaulting 
Love ! A bleſt Deliverance indeed! But then the Lot 
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ſecret, conſcious Leave to love ——That Thought im- 
bitters all again; tis horrid loathſome, and my Diſ- 
eaſe leſs formidable than ſuch a Cure. Why do I hold 
it in a Moment's Thought? Be bold and tell him fo; 
for while I pauſe, he hopes in ſpight of me—Hold— 
Id. Geo. Ay ! think a little better on't. Alt. 
La. Gent. | {fide.) To do it raſhly, may incenſe him 


to my Ruin: He has it in his Power. He may demand 


my Loſings of my Huſband's Honour! who, tho? 
_ *twill make his Fortune bleed to do't, Pm ſure will pay 
em. Two thouſand Pounds, with what I've lately 
Joſt, might ſhock the Meaſures of a larger Income. 
What Face muit I appear with then ? whoſe ſhameful 
Condut is the Cauſe on't — The Conſequence of that 
muſt, like an irward Canker, feed upon our future Qui- 
et! His former friendly Confidence muſt wear a Face of 
ſtrangeneſs to me: His eaſe of Thought, his chearfaul 
Smiles, with all the thouſand hoarded Pleaſures of his 


indulgent Love, are loft ; Then loft or ever | Inſup- 


rtable Dilemma! What will become of me? 

IL d. Geo. [ Aſide.] Ah! poor Lady ! it's a hard Tug 

indeed; but by the Grace of Neceſſity, Virtue may 

get over it. 

La. Gent. [ Aſide.] If ſome Women had this Offer 
now, they'd make a Trifle of the Hazard! Nay, even 

of their loſing it. 

Ld. Geo. [ ſide.] Well faid! take Courage! 
There's nothing in it — it's a good round Sura—half 
ready Money too think of that Suppoſe I 
ſhou'd touch the Cards a little. 


La. Gent. [4fide ) Hope ! he hopes already from 


his Offer: But then he offers me the Means to kill it 
too! Say he ſhou'd win, he takes that Hope but from 
his Fortune, not my Virtue! Beſide — am I fo fore to 
Joſe ? Is't in his Fate, that he muſt ever win? Why 
ſhan't I rather think, that Providence has brought me 


to this Streſs, only to ſet my Follies drea1ful in my 


View, and reaches now, at laſt, its Hand to fave and 
warn me on the Precipice ? It muſt— it is —my flat- 
tering Hope will have it fo —— Impoſſible fo critical a 

I Chance 


The Wirz's RESENTMENT. . 95 


Chance can loſe -- My Fancy ſtrengthens on the 
Thought, my Heart grows bold, and bids me venture. 
Ld. Geo. Shall 1 deal, Madam 0 

La. Gent. Quick, quickly then, and take me while 
my Courage can ſupport it. [He ſhuſſtes the Cards] For- 
give me, Virtue, if I this once depend on Fortune to 
relieve thee. | 


Ld. Geo. Then Fortune for the Bold—T've dealt— 
"T's fix'd for one of us. | 
[ She ſets upon the King. 


La. Gent. There. 
Ld. Geo. The King ! —*tis mine. 
5 (Lord George taillics, and Lady Gentle lofes. 
La. Gent. Diftration ! — Madneſs —— Madneſs 
only can relieve me now. 
Id. Geo Soh! my Venture is arriv'd at laſt ——— 
Now to unlade it. Theſe Bills, Madam, now are 
_ again. [Lays em doaun.] But why this hard, un- 
ind Concern ? Be juſt at leaſt, and don't in theſe re- 
luctant Tears, drown all the humble Hopes that For- 
tune has bequeath'd me: Or if they preſs too rude and 
ſudden for their Welcome, chide em but gently ; they 
arc ſoft as Infant-wiſhes, one tender Word will huſh 
them into Whiſpers. 
La. Gent. Thus with low Submiſſion, on my Knees, 
I beg for Pity of my Fortune! Oh ſave me! fave me 
from your crnel Power: Pity the hard Diſtreſſes of a 


tremblinz Wretch, whom Folly has betray'd to Ruin. 


Oh! thiak not I can ever flain my Virtue, and pre- 
ſerve my Sevies! For while 1 think, my ſhrinking 
Heart will ſhudiier at the Horror: This trembling Hand 
will wither in you Touch, or end me in Diſtraction. If 
you've a humane Soul, oh yet be greatly good, and 
ſave me from eternal Ruin! 

Ld. %. Theie Bug- bear Terrors, (Pray be raifed— 

La Stat. Oh never ) | 

ig. . Which In-xperience forms, wou'd vaniſh 
in went's juſt or gencrous Thought: And fince 
th & ght of Fortune has decreed me Hope, your 


Word, your Faith, your Honour ſtands engag d to pay 
at 


Enter 
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| Enter @ Stranger, bluntly, with a Letter. 


Strang. Lady. 

La. Gent. Ah! 8 

Ly. Ges. How now ! what's the Meaning of this? 
Strang. I have ſworn to deliver this into your Hands, 
tho“ I ſhou'd find you at your Prayers. 

La. Gent Who are you, Sir? 


Strang. Nobody. | 

Strang. From Nobody Good-by. _ 

LA. Gee. Fire and Furies! what a ridiculous Inter- 
ruption is this ? | | 


La. Gent. I'm amaz'd. 

Ld. Geo. What can it mean ? 3 
La. Gent. Ha! what's here! Bank Bills of two 
thouſand Pounds! The very Sums I have loſt! — No 
Advice! Not a Line with em! No matter whence they 
came! From no Enemy, I'm ſure ; better owe em 
any where, than here. | 


there's your two thouſand Pounds. 
Ld. Geo. What mean you, Madam ? 
La. Gent. To be as you wou'd have me, juſt, and 
pay my Debts of Honour : For thoſe that you demand 


againſt my Hononr, by the known Laws of Play are 


void : Where Honour cannot win, Honour can never 
loſe. And now, my Lord, *tis Time to leave my Fol- 
ly, and its Danger Fare you well. 

I'd. Geo. Hold, Madam, our ſhort Account is not 


made even yet: Your Tears indeed might fool me 


into Pity, but this unfair Defiance never can: Since 
ou wou'd poorly falſiſy your Word, you've nothing 
but your Sex to guard you now ; and all the Favour 
that you now can hope, is, that I'll give your Virtue 
even its laſt Excuſe, and force you to be juſt. 
La. Gear. Ah! 


Enter 


Ges. I fancy, Madam, the next Room were = 


its 


"ner 
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Enter Mrs. Conqueſt, <with her Sword drawn. 


Mrs. Con. Hold, Sir! unhand the Lady. 

Id. Geo. Death ! again! Drau. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, this is no Place to uſe our 
Swords in; this Lady's Preſence may ſheath em here, 
without Diſhonour. Your Pardon, Madam, for this 


rude Intruſion, which your Protection, and my own in- 


jur'd Honour have compell'd me to. 

Ld. Geo. Let me adviſe you, Sir, to have more Re- 
gard to this Lady's Honour, than to ſuppoſe my being 
innocently here at Cards, was upon the leaſt ill Thought 
againſt it. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, that's anſwer'd, in owning T 
have over-heard every Word you have ſaid this Half. 


hou r. 3 


Id. Geo. The Devil ! he loves her ſare! You are to 
be found, Sor — | | 


Mrs. Con. Oh ! my Lord, I ſhall not part with you; 
but 1 have firſt a Meſſage to you from my Siſter, which 
you muſt anſwer inſtantly: Not but I know her Pride 
contemns the Baſeneſs you have us'd her with ; for 
which ſhe'd think perhaps, your Diſappointment here 
an over-paid Revenge: But there's a jealous Honour 


in our Family, - whoſe Injuries are above the feeble Spi- 


rit of a Girl to puniſh, that lies on me to vindicate, 
and calls for warmer R tion — Follow me. 
La. Gent. Good Sir ! —my Lord, I beg for Pity's 


Sake, compoſe this Breach ſome milder Way —— If 


Blood ſhou'd follow on your going hence, what mui the 


World report of me ? my Fame's undone for ever —— 
Let me intreat you, Sir, be pacify'd, my Lord will 


think of honourable Means to right your Siſter 
My Lord, for Mercy's Sake 


Ld. Geo. Your Pardon, Madam, Honour m'1ſt be 


free before it can repair: Compulſion ſtains it into Cows 
ardice Away, Sir I follow you. = 


* [Exeunt Lord George and Mrs. Conqueſt. 
La. Gent. Oh miſerable Wretch ! to what a ſure De- 


ſtruction has thy Folly brought thee ! 
| | E Enier 


— ab. a ON — 
c ²˙ 1. —— © — — 


. ˙Üä. 


—— — 
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Enter Sir Friendly Moral. | 
Sir Fr. Dear Madam, what's the matter, I heard 


high Words within, no Harm I hope ? 
Gent. Murder, I fear, if not prevented; m 


Lord George, and Sir John Conqueſt have quarrell'd, 


and are gone out this Moment in their Heat to end it. 
Sir Fr. How! | | 
La. Gent. I beg you, Sir, go after em; ſhou'd there 
be Miſchief, the World will certainly report, from falſe 
7 that Pm the Cauſe. | 
ir Fr, Don't think ſo, Madam, I'll uſe my beſt En- 
deavour to prevent it! In the mean time, take heed 
our Diſorder don't alarm the Company within 
hich Way went they? 
La. Gent. That Door, Sir, [Exit Sir Friendly. 
Who's there? Enter a Servant.) Run quick, and fee 
if the Gar oor in the Park be lock d ¶ Exit 
Serwant.] How ſtrict a Guard ſhou'd Virtue keep upon 
its Innocence! How dangerous, how faithleſs are its 
lawful Pleaſures, when habitual ! This Vice of Play, 
that has, I fear, undone me, appear'd at firſt a harmleſs 
ſafe Amuſement ; but ſtealing into Habit, its greateſt 
Hazards grew fo familliar, that even the Face of Ruin 
loſt its Terror to me. Oh Reflection ! how I ſhudder 
at thee! the ſhameful Memory of what 1 
Night, will live with me forever. 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Garden-door was wide open: 
1 Did you hear no Noiſe, or Buſtle in the 
Park r 

Serv. No, Madam. Leit Servant. 
La. Gent. They're certainly gone out that Way, and 


Sir Friendly muſt miſs of em Oh Wretch ! Wretch! 


that ſtood'ſt the foremoſt in the Rank of prudent, 
py ves, art now become the branded Mark of 
my and Shame. | [ Exit. 
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SCENE chanyes to the Park. 

| Enter Lord George. 

Ld. Geo. So, I think we've loſt the Fellows that oh. 
ſerv'd us; and if my Gentleman's Stomach holds, now 
i'm at leiſure to entertain him. Death! was ever glo- 
rious Hope ſo inveterately diſappointed ? To bring her 
to the laſt Stake, to have her faſt upon my Hook, nay, 


in my Hand, and after all, to have her whip through 


my Fingers like an Eel, was the very Impudence of For- 
tune — What! not come yet! He has not thought 
better on't, I hope It's a lovely clear Moon 
I wiſh it does not ſhine through ſomebody preſent!y. 


Enter four Fellows at a Diſtance. 


1. Fel. Stand cloſe, ſoftly, and we have him 
By your Leave, Sir. [T hey ſeize him. 
Lu. Geo. So! here's like to be no Sport to-night then 
mg taken care of, I ſee—— Nay, pray Gentle 
men, you need not be ſo boiſterous I am ſenfible 
we are prevented. 
zd. Fel. Damn your Senſe, Sir. [Trips up his Heels. 
iſt. Fel. Blood, Sir, make the leaſt Noiſe, Pll flick 
you to the Ground. 5 
Ld. Geo. I beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, I find [am 
miſtaken ! I thought you had only come to preſerve my 
Perſon, but I find tis my Parſe you have a Paſſion for 
———- You're in the wrong Pocket, upon my faith, Sir. 
iſ. Fel. Pull off his Breeches, make ſure Work; 
over his Heels with 'em, that's the ſhorteſt Way. 

LA. Gee. With Submiſſion, Sir, there's a ſhorter — 
and if you pull off my Skin you won't find another 
Sixpence in the inſide ont. 

ad. Fel. What's this ? 
Ld. Geo. Only a Table-book ; you don't deal in Pa- 
» I preſume ? | 


1ſt. Fel. Rot your Paper, Sir, we'll traſt no Man! 


E. 2 Enter. 
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Enter Mrs. Conqueſt. 


Mrs. Con. How now, Gentlemen, what are you 

doing here ? 
d. Geo. n a little Money, Sir; the 

Gentlemen will be gone preſently. 

1ſt. Fel. Hark you, you — Beau, get about 
your Bufineſs— or—— lay hold on Yi, Jack 

Mrs. Con. Me! Raſcal look you, Dog 
releaſe that Gentleman, quick Give him his Sword 
again this Minute or [Preſents a Piftel. 

Ld. Ges. And my Money, I beſeech you, Sir. 


iſt. Fel. Blood! ſtand him, Jack. Five to one he 


don't kill. The Dog has a good Coat on, and may 
have Money in his Pocket. 
2d. Fel. Drop your Piſtol, Sir, or ſpill my Blood, 
Tl flick you. 
Mrs. Con. Do you brave me, Villains—Have at you. 
[She preſents, and miſſes. Fire. 
1ſt. Fel. Oh ho! Mr. Bully, have we met with you ? 
—— Come on, Sir- 


3d. Fel. What, is he down? Strip him. 


[They puſo, foe 2 
2d. Fel. No, rot him, he's not worth it let's 


bruſh off. Exit. ; 


Ld. Gee. Barbarous Dogs! how is it, Sir! | 
Mrs. Coz. I'm kill'd - fear the Wound's quite though 
me. | 7 
Ld. Geo. Mercy forbid ! Where is't ? : 
Mrs. Con. Oh ! don't touch me—I beg you call for 
Help,. or any one to witneſs that my laſt Words cank fs 
you. guiltleſs of this Accident. 

Ld. Cco. This generous Reproach has more than 
vanquiſh'd me — I think I ſee a Chair in the Mall 
———— Chair, Chair! 
Sir, 1have fo juſt a Senſe of your Misfortune, and your 
Hznour, that my full Heart now bleeds with Shame to 


think how groily I have wrong'd you in your Sifter's, 


Good-. 


there, Sir, that will & 1 [| 
believe. [Two of them ſecure Lord George. 


they come — Believe me, 


The Wree's Rxs zurn r. tor 
Goodneſs : But if you live, the future Study of my 
Life ſhall be with utmoſt Reparation to deſerve your 


Chair. Here : Who calls Chair ? 

Ld. Geo. Here, Friend, help up this Gentleman, 
he's wounded by ſome Foot-pads, that juſt now ſet up- 
on us —— Softly—— Carry him to Sir Wilkam: Gentle's 

Chair. I know it very well, Sir. 

[Exit Chairmen, with Mrs. Conqueſt. 

Ld. Geo. Make haſte, while I run for a Surgeon. 

Death! how this Misfortune ſhocks and alters me! 


The SCENE changes to Lady Gentle's: 
Enter Mi; Notable. Alone. 


Miſs Nor. So, my Plot takes, I find the Family's in 


a terrible Conſuſion: Sir John has certainly call'd him 
w an Account for the Letter I gave him 
Town does not allow me the Reputation of this Quar- 
rel —— I have very hard Fortune Lord ! what a 
mortified Creature will poor Mts. Congqueft be when ſhe 


hears in the loneſome Country, that her own Brother 


has fought with her only Lover, for his Offers of Love 
to me? Dear Soul ! what muſt it think, when ſuch a 
raw unfit thing as I, gives ſuch a great Creature as ſhe 
ſd unexpected a Confaſion ? ſhe can't take it ill ſure,, 
if one ſhould ſmile when one ſees her next. 


Enter to her Mrs. Hartſhorn crying. 


Mrs. Harrſ. Oh, dear Madam! fad News. 
Miſs Nor. What's the Matter? 
Mrs. Hary/. My Lord George has kill'd Sir Fobn Con- 


queſt. | 
i J Nor. Oh Heavens ! Upon what Account! Art 
ſure he's killd ? Didſt ſee him dead? | 


E 3. Mrs. Harte. 


If the 
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Mrs. Hart/. No, Madam, he's alive yet :. 'They've: 
juſt brought him in a Hackney Chair; but they ſay the 
Wound's quite through his Body: Oh ! 'tis a ghaſtly 
Sight | 

Miſs Net. Malicious W ! Had it been t'others 
Fate, I cou'd have borne it. To take from me the only 
Life I ever really lov'd, is inſupportable. 


Mrs. Ilargſ. Won't your Ladyſhip go in and fee him, 
Madam ? 


Miſs Net. Prithee leave me to my Griefs alone. is 
Mrs. Part/. Ah ! poor Gentleman — Exit. 
Miſs Nor. Pretty Creature! I muſt fee him — but 
it ſhall be in an Undreſs——it will be proper, at leaſt, 


to give my Concern the Adyantage of as much Diſor- 
der as I can, [ Exit. 


The SCENE drawing, diſccvers Mrs. Con- 
queſt in an Arm'd-Chair, with Lady Gentle, 


Tad Wronglove, Lady W ronglove, and. 
Servants IS ber. 


Mrs. Con. No Surgeon yet? 


Ld. Wrong. Here's my Lord George, and I believe. 
the Surgeon with him. 


Euter Lord George, Sir Friendly, and Surgeon. 


Ld. Gee. Come, Sir, pray be quick, there's your: 
Patient. How is it, Sir ? 


Mrs Con. Oh! 
Sir Fr. Twas not in my Fortune, Madam, to pre- 
vent this Accident. [To Lady Gentle. 


Sur. By your leave, Sir——Your Coat muſt come off, 
Sir. 


Mrs. Con. Hold — Hark you, Sir. 


[Pipers the Su 
Sur. J am ſurpriz'd PTL + Woman ! but don't 


be uneaſy, Madam, I ſhalt have al due — to your 
X. 


Omnes. A Woman! * | 
Ld. Geo, 


eve - 


Our 


your Pity, know then, I am. not what I ſeem, a 
jur' d Brother of Mrs. Congueft ; but ſhe, herſelf, the 
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L4;.Geo. Ha ! | 
Mrs. Con. To raiſe your Wonder, Ladies, _ to 
in- 


ſeeble Champion of my own Deſpair. 
Ld. Ges. Diſtraction? EZ 
La. Gent. Oh my fatal Folly! what Ruin art thou 


now the Cauſe of ? 


La. Wrong. Poor unhappy Creature? 

Ld. Frong. What have you done, my Lord? 

Ld, Geo. Oh blind beſotted Senſe ! Not by a thou- 
ſand pointing Circumitances to fore-know this Secret; 
aud prevent its Conſequence ! How ſhall 1 look on 
her ? 

Sur. No Hopes, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fr. Take heed Art ſure *tis mortal ? 

Sur. Sir, tis im offivle ſhe can live three Hours: 
The beſt way will be to convey the Lady to Bed, and 
let her take a large Doſe of Opium: All the Helps IL 
can give her, is the Hopes of her going off in 
Sleep. | | 

La. Gent. ¶ N teping.] Oh piteous Creature! 

Ld. Vrong. A Heart fo generous indeed, deſerv'd a 
kinder Fate. | : 

Ld. Geo. [Throwing himſelf at Mrs. Conqueſt's Feet. 
Oh pardon, inju1'd Goodneſs ! pardon the un 
Follies of a thoughtleſs Wretch, that burns to be for- 

iven : Cou'd Þ have e'er ſuppos'd your generous Soul 
Bad ſet at half this fatal Price my tendereſt Vows, how 
gladly laviſh had I paid em to deſerve ſuch Virtae-! 

Mrs. Con. My Death, my Lord, is not half ſo terri- 
ble, as the wide Wound this raſh Attempt muſt give my 
bleeding Reputation. | | 

Ld. Geo. —— To cure that Virgin Fear, this Mo- 
ment I conjure you, then, before your lateſt Breath for- 
fakes you, let the pronouncing Prieft, in- ſacred Union 
of our Hands. unite our Honour too, and in this full 
Reduction of my vanquiſh'd Heart filence all envious 
Queſtions on your Fame for ever. = x 

1 Mrs. Con. 


— 
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Mrs. Con, Twou'd be, I own, an Eaſe in Death, 
to give me the Excuſe of dying honourably yours. 
. Ld. Geo. My Lord, your Chaplain's near, I beg he 
may be ſent for. | | 
. Wrong. This Minute : 
La. Vrong. An honourable, tho? unfortunate Amends. 
Mrs. Con. We have ſeen happier Hours, my Lord; 


but little thought our many chearful Evenings wou'd 


have fo dark a Night to end em. 
La. Gent. Mournſul indeed 


| Id. Geo. How gladly wou'd I pay down future Life | 


to back one paſt, one fatal Hour ! 
s. Con. Is't poſſible 
Ld. Geo. What ! 


Mrs. Con. The World ſhou'd judge, my Lord, ſo 


widely of your Heart, that only what was groſſy ſenſual 
cou'd affeft it : —— Now, Sir, [To Sir Friendly] what 
think you ? With all this headftrong Wildneſs of a 
Heat, one Moment's Thought, you ſee, pro- 

uces Love, , Tenderneſs and Honour: 


And now, my Lord, to let you ſee twas not my Inte- 


reſt, but innocent Revenge, that made me thus turn 
Champion to my Sex's Honour; fince by this juſt ex- 
poſing the Weakneſs of your Inconſtancy, I have reduc'd 
you fairly to confeſs the Power of honourable Love; I 
thas releaſe you of the Chain: For, know, I am as 
well in Health as ever. [Walks from the Chair. 
Ld. Geo. Ha! [ Foyfully ſurpriæ d. 
Mrs. Con. And if the darling Pleaſures of abandon'd 
Liberty have yet a more prevailing Charm, you now 
in are free; return and revel in the Tranſport. 
Ld. Gee. Is there a Tranſport 
2 Gent. Oh bleſt Deliverance ! 
. Wrozg. Surprizing Change 
La. Wrong. No Wound nor Danger then at laſt ? 


Mrs. Coz. All! all! in every Circamſtance I've done 
this Night, my Wound, the Robbery, the Surgeon,. 


(here's one can witneſs) all was equally diſſembled as 


under Heav'n like this? 
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Ld. Ges. r * PORT vg > 
Ld. Wrong. The moſt conſummate Bite, my Lord, 
Gat ever happen'd in all the Circumſtances of ——_ 

ature. 

Ld. Geo. Oh ! for a Strain of Thought to out-do 
this ſpiteful Virtue. 

Ld. Wrong. Why faith, my Lord, 'twas ſmartly hand- 
ſome, not to cheat you into Marriage, when twas fo 
provokingly i * her Power. 

Mrs. 5 Bf 4 think it worth your Revenge, my 
Lord for once III give your Vanity Leave 


to 1 my my Pride, and laugh in your Turn at the 


notable Stir I have made about you. 

Ld. Geo. Since you provoke me they, prepare to 
ſtart, and tremble at my Revenge 
only marry thee this Inſtant, but the next ſpiteful Ma- 
ment inſolently bed thee too, and make ſuch ravenous 


Havock of thy Beauties, that thou ſhalt call in vain for 
Mercy of my Power. Ho! within there! call the 
Chaplain. 


Mrs. Con. Hold, my Lord! 
Ld. Geo. Nay, no Reſiſtance by the tranſport- 


ing Fury thou haſt rais'd, III do't. 


Mrs. Con. This is down-right Violence — my 
Lord V rong love e 


Ld. Wrong. Don't be concern a Madam, he 


does any Ham in theſe Fits. 


Mrs. Cen. Have you no Shame! ; 
Ld. Gee. By Earth, Seas, Air, and by the fk 


YT of ſubſtantial Darkneſs, 1 am fix'd. 


Mrs. Con. Will no one help me ? —— Sir Friendly | ! 

Sir Fr. Not I, in troth, Madam, I think his Re- 
venpe is a very honeft one. 

Ld. Geo. Confeſs me Victor, or expect no Mercy: 
Not all the Adamantine Rocks of Virgin Coyr eſs, not 
all your Trembling, Sighs, Prayers, ger» Promiſes, 
or Tears, hall fave you Oh wy ort of devouring 
Joy! ofely embracing ber. 

Mrs. Con. Oh! — Quarter ! ! Center Oh ſpare my | 
Perriwig. 


Ld. Wrong. 


I will not 
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_ Id. Wrong, Victoria! Victoria! The Town's ourown. 


Sir Fr. Fairly won indeed, my Lord ! 

Fd. Geo. Sword in Hand, by Fapiter And now, 
Madam, I put myſelf into Garriſon for Life. 
Mrs. Con. Oh i that won't be long, I'm ſure; for 
you ve almoſt kill'd me. 

Ld. Geo. I warrant you, moderate Exerciſe will bring 
you to your Wind apain. 


Mrs. Con. [ Afide.] Well! People may ſay what they 


; but upon ſome Occaſions, an agreeable Impu- 


— faves one a World of impertinent Confuſion. 


LA. Geo. And now, Madam, to let you ſee you have 


as much ſubdu'd my Follies as my Heart — Firſt, let 
me humbly aſk a Pardon for Offences. Here —- 
[To Lady Gentle] theſe Sums, Madam, I now muſt 
own, to ſerve my ſhameful Ends, were all unfairly won 
'of you; which fince I never meant to keep, I thus re- 
ftore, and wich em give a friendly Warning of your too 
-mix'd a Company in Play. 
La. Gent. My Lord I thank you and ſhall hence- 
Forth ſtudy to deſerve the Providence that ſavd me —— 
Tf ny os dee I have ſome Bills that call for Re- 
ftitution. Here, Te Mrs. Con.) no one cou'd, I'm 


ſure, be more concern'd to ſend em. Friendſhips con- 


ceaPd are double Obligations. 
Mrs. Con. I ſent em to relieve you, Madam, but 
fince your Danger has no farther need of * em 


[Takes the Bills, | 


Sir Fr. Now, Child, I claim your Promiſe ; here 
comes another of your ſmall Accounts that is not made 


ap yet. 
Mrs. Can. Fear not, Sir, TI pay it to a Scruple. 


Enter Miſe Notable weeying, is e Night-dreſs 


Miſs Net. Oh where's this mournſul Sight! Your 
Pardon, Ladies, if my intr Tears confeſs the 
Weakneſs of a harmleſs. Paſſion, that now *twould be 
ungrateful to conceal : Had [not lov'd too well, this 
fatal Accident had never been. 

Mrs. Coz. 
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Mrs. Con. Well! don't be concern'd, dear Madam, 
for the worſt Part of the Accident is, that I am found 
t laſt, it ſeems, to be no more fit for a Wife, than as I 
d you, you were for a Huſband. 
Miſs Nor. Ha [In Confufion. 
Mrs. Cox. Not but I had ſome Thoughts of marry- 


ing you too; but then I fancy'd you'd ſoon be uneaſy 


under the cold Comforts of Petticoats — ſo — I don't 
know -—- the good Company has even perſuaded me to 
pull off my Breeches, and marry | ord George. 
Miſs Nor. Marry'd ! baſe Man ! is this the Proof of 
ur Indifference to Mrs. Congueft ? | Afideto Ld. George. 
8 Geo. Tis not a . 1 but I be- 
lieve I ſhall marry her to-night ; and then you know, 


my Life, I am in a fair way to it. 


Miſs Net. Jeer'd by him too! I'll lock myſelf up in 
ſome dark Room, and never ſee the World again. [ Eæit. 
La. Wreng. [To Ld. Wrong.] Was ſhe, that Crea- 


ture then, the little wicked Cauſe of my Diſquiet *— - 


How ridiculous have you made my Jealouſy ? Farewel 


the Folly and the Pain. 


LA. Wrong. Farewel the Cauſe of it for ever. | 
La. Gent. [To Sir Fr.] The Count, ſay you, his Ac- 
complice ! How I tremble ! But I have done with it for 
Life ; ſuch ruinous Hazards need no ſecond Warning. 
Ld. Geo. I fancy, Nuncle, I begin to make a very ri- 
diculous Figure here, and have given myſelf the Air of 


more Looſeneſs than I have been able to come up to. 


Mrs. Con. F'm afraid that's giving yourſelf the Air 
of more Virtue than you'll be able to come up to 
But however, fince I can't help it, I had as good truſt 


you. 
Ld. Geo. And when I wrong that Truſt, may you de- 


ceive me. 


Sir Fr. And now a laſting Happineſs to all. | 

[ Coming forward to the Audience. 
Let thoſe that here, as in a Mirror, ſer 
T boſe Follies, and the Dangers they have run, 


Be cheaply warn'd, and think theſe Scapes their own, 
F In 1% 
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